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PREFACE. 



It is not the proper business of an author to usurp the 
province of the critic. He who ventures to put a volume 
before the public must be satisfied to leave the decision 
of its literary character and worth, whatever they may 
be, to those whose office it is to deal out praise and 
censure ; to raise a work into notice, or to consign it to 
oblivion. 

But an author may be allowed to state the object or 
design of his performance. It is the purpose, then, of 
the first book of the Lay to maintain, that the true 
grandeur and the true happiness of Man depend on 
Religion ; of the second book, to show the Influence of 
Religion ; and of the third book, to exhibit its Ne- 
cessity. These subjects are not treated in a formal and 
logical method, but with that freedom which such a sort 
of composition properly admits. 



vi PREFACE. 

For the idea of the Refiner in the second book, the 
author is indebted to the Friendly Visitor, October 
1831, page 112. The reference that is made in the 
same book to the Rothsay Castle, which was lost on 
the night of the seventeenth of August, 1831, is derived 
from the number for November in that year of the same 
work. 

The author cannot dismiss his little work without 
distinctly observing, that he by no means considers any 
of its pages free from blemishes and defects. He is 
fully aware, that so long a piece would require much 
time and labour to give it that beauty and finish which 
might be desirable : but he has no time which he can 
conscientiously devote to the polishing of poetical lines. 
Imperfect as the Lay undoubtedly is in various respects, 
he is confident that the severest criticism, if the eye of 
criticism condescend to inspect his pages, will award 
him all the praise which he is anxious to obtain — that 
of having attempted to do good ; of having written some 
lines and paragraphs which may be read with advan- 
tage. 

The measure of our talents is not our concern : for 
the use which we make of them we are responsible. 



PREFACE. vii 

The highest praise that is won hy the exhibition of genius 
and taste, if mere praise be all, is but an empty sound, 
however pleasing it may be to the ear: but he who writes 
what is calculated to give men a right frame of mind and 
heart, though the page be humble in literary estimation, 
is a moral benefactor to his species. 

The following pages have been written, not to gain 
commendation for the author, but to excite the reader 
of them to think, and, it is hoped, to think rightly. 

" I little court Parnassian fame, 

" There's yet a better than a Poet's name." 



Newchurchy near Warrington, 
Dec. 1832. 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 



BOOK I. 



Where'er we look with keen exploring eye, 

On earth's green fields, or on the azure sky, 

What countless scenes of grandeur meet the sight ! 

What beauteous prospects furnish new delight ! 

If Contemplation here her power employ, 

How bright the thought she wakes, how pure the joy, 

As she surveys each object, great or small, 

And views divine perfection in them all ; 

From radiant orbs that high in ether glow, 

To feeblest plants that deck the vales below ! 

O'er hills and plains our roving feet may stray, 
From thee, fair Albion, to remote Cathay : 
From Zaara's burning sands to Hecla's snows, 
From Ohio's spring to where Panara flows ; 
In every realm fresh objects rise to view, 
With pleasing form and captivating hue. 
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Here we delighted hail the sunny glade, 

And there the forest's deep, impervious shade : 

Here flows with tinkling sound the cheerful rill, 

And there the river, clear, majestic, still : 

Here rallies spread ; there giant mountains rise, 

As columns to support the bending skies. 

See gentle Spring's alternate sun and showers ; 
See Summer's robe adorned with fragrant flowers ; 
See graver Autumn, with her misty morn, 
The vine's rich cluster, and the waving corn ; 
See Winter stern, who sends his fury forth 
From the dark chambers of the frozen north : 
He bends the forest mid the tempest's roar, 
While raging billows echo round the shore. 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, make creation gay, 
Then Winter comes, and sweeps their charms away, 
While shivering realms his might and terror know, 
His harp's loud voice the storm, his robe the snow, 
The frozen mountain top his glittering throne, 
The claim of solemn grandeur all his own. 

O goodly universe ! august, immense ! 
Wide empire thou of bright magnificence ! 
Behold the King of day, the unwearied Sun, 
Who triumphs in his strength his course to run, 
And pours on worlds, in never-failing streams, 
The rich effulgence of his vital beams. 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 3 

See the fair Moon, the gentle queen of night, 
Who sheds on earth her soft and silver light : 
Hangs her bright crescent o'er the western main ? 
Shines her full orb above the orient plain ? 
With fondest gaze her glory we survey, 
As through the fleecy clouds she wheels her way, 
And feel a welcome peace before unknown, 
A deep pervading calmness like her own. 
Or view the stars, those brilliant gems serene, 
Whose twinkling rays adorn the ample scene ; 
A splendid host of distant suns, and each 
The fount of life to orbs no glass can reach* 
If toiling fancy speed her flight to these, 
She other suns and other systems sees ; 
Finds other systems opening to her sight, 
And other suns that give those systems light. 

Where'er we travel through the realms of space, 
What proofs of wisdom, goodness, power we trace ! 
Power, goodness, wisdom, boundless and divine, 
In every region of creation shine. 
Each whisper of the grove and shady tree, 
The babbling streamlet, the resounding sea, 
Each splendid orb above, each glittering flower, 
Proclaim alike the All-creating Power. 

But, ah, no more let busy Fancy roam 
, To distant scenes : return, gay wanderer, home, 
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And view the beauty of the neighbouring vale, 

Where groves that skirt it wave in every gale ; 

Where in the distance swells a frowning hill, 

Where flow the waters of a winding rill ; 

While blooming flowers around their incense fling, 

Giving their sweetness to each zephyr's wing; 

Where grows the tree, the linden, elm, or oak, 

Kindly exempted from the feller's stroke, 

Beneath the shelter of whose spreading arms 

We read the sage, or gaze on nature's charms ; 

Inform the mind in sound recondite lore, 

Or else the texture of a plant explore ; 

Now pensive muse on life's mysterious tale, 

How good and evil in the world prevail ; 

By Memory's aid recall the chequered past, 

Or antedate of all our days the last ; 

Or with a^riend converse on useful themes, 

The historian's narratives, or poet's dreams. 

Thy fields, Creation, still we love to see, 

Suspend our talk, and oft revert to thee ; 

To thee revert, and feel intense delight, 

Renewed, increased, at each repeated sight ; 

While now we hear a lonely warbler sing, 

Or see him flitting by on painted wing ; 

While now the gale breathes soft with peaceful sound, 

Or deep unbroken silence rules around. 
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But is this all ? Is this our joy and rest ? 
The source of bliss to satisfy the breast ? 
Can we no higher in our thoughts advance, 
Than to trace atoms in their ceaseless dance ? 
Is man placed here the surface thus to skim, 
And dwell on shifting forms with vision dim ? 
Must he, to modes of matter thus confined, 
With fading splendours mock the ethereal mind ? 
Blush, Child of dust ! awake thy nobler powers, 
For higher themes and nobler joys are ours. 
We leave in murky caves the slaves of sense, 
To view the fair, the radiant, the immense ; 
To walk through nature, and explore the whole, 
With gladdened heart and elevated soul. 
But more ; we leave behind us, far behind, 
The sons of pride, the idolaters of mind, 
And dare not rest with faltering pinion here, 
Within the limits of a mortal sphere ; 
But onward press, undaunted, onward still, 
(Not led by human lore, or human skill, 
But led by Truth, the blest unerring guide, 
And Faith, triumphant over Reason's pride ;) 
Till sacred visions burst upon the sight, 
The fields of glory and the realms of light ; 
And we, in joy exultant, prostrate fall, 
One thought prevailing — God is all in all. 
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My soul rejoices at the rapturous sound : 
Ye vallies, echo ; and ye hills, rebound : 
Ye breezes, waft it to each distant shore : 
Repeat it, Ocean, in thy solemn roar : 
Ye sons of men, attend the hallowed voice ; 
Catch the glad words, repeat them, and rejoice : 
Bid faithful Memory the truth retain ; 
Bid Joy proclaim it with melodious strain : 
With mortal voices chant the immortal song, 
With grateful hearts the exalted notes prolong — 
" Though worlds decay, and shining systems fall, 
" God ever lives, and He is all in all." 

Spare, ye cold hearted ! spare the taunting smile : 
Not here, ye scornful ! venture to revile. 
Think not the lay a rhapsody or dream, 
Or truth and reason urged to wild extreme. 
One lamp is ours, far brighter than the sun, 
In whose blest light our fleeting course we run ; 
The lamp of Truth, hung from the throne above, 
Whose rays are glory, and whose flame is love. 
Illumined thus, we know our station here ; 
Nature and end ; the ground of hope and fear ; 
All good and ill ; what tender mercies flow 
From springs above to cheer us here below. 
One Name there is on Inspiration's page, 
To win our love and our best thoughts engage, 
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O'er all preeminent, serenely bright, 

Messiah's glorious Name, our life and light. 

He is the Way, the Truth, the Life ; and those 

Who know His love shall in His love repose. 

In Him confess their Prophet, Priest* and King, 

Assert His glory, and His praises sing. 

Mercy and Truth in Him together meet, 

And Peace and Righteousness, in union sweet. 

Blest with celestial Truth, frail mortals see 

What cancels guilt ; what makes them nobly free ; 

What forms their good in this dark vale of tears, 

What leads to glory in celestial spheres. 

But say, shall man salvation's light behold, 

His heart still listless, and his love still cold ? 

Shall bards and heroes be allowed to feel, 

While sportive Mockery taunts the Christian's zeal ! 

The Truth our teacher, let us hear its voice, 
Meekly believe, and in the light rejoice. 
Is man placed here to waste ethereal fires, 
And fix on earth his warm and strong desires ? 
Is he not made, the path of wisdom trod, 
To find his glory and delight in God ? 
To raise his mind as well as eyes on high, 
And feel ambitious of a brighter sky ; 
Weaned from the fading vanities of time. 
To seek the glory of a heavenly clime ? 
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Strong in the strength which God himself supplies, 

Man has, though weak, capacity to rise ; 

To rule o'er all around with due control, 

And fan the rising ardour of his soul. 

Charmed by Hope's vision of a lovelier sphere, 

He scorns the phantoms that entice him here. 

Nobly sublime he stands, and greatly blest, 

Wisdom his monitor, and God his rest. 

Pause, airy Trifler ! duly ponder this — 

" The world is sorrow, and religion bliss : 

" Bliss, grandeur, triumph from her bounty flow ; 

" Rapture above, and holy peace below." 

O fair Creation ! turn we now from thee, 
Since brighter glory, lovelier charms we see ; 
Beauty more fair and more serene than thine, 
Effulgence sacred, permanent, divine. 
O Sun ! be veiled in clouds from human view ; 
Let each fair form dissolve, and fade each hue 
That glittered here, or dazzled in the sky ; 
No more your splendour shall allure the eye. 
Mountains, and vales, and streams no longer please, 
Since we exult in fairer things than these, 
And feel within a heaven-enkindled fire, 
The lofty movements of divine desire. 
In the bright lustre of a better sun, 
The life of heaven is here on earth begun ; 
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For every «oul by sacred Wisdom taught, 
Thinks, feels, and soars, as an immortal ought ; 
Beholds the Invisible ; then folds her wings ; 
Adores, a seraph ; or an angel, sings. 

Fan in thy breast, O Man ! the hallowed glow 
Rise from the dust, and lift on high thy brow : 
By gloom and sadness now oppressed no more, 
Ascend to heights sublime unknown before. 
Too long enslaved, the Tyrant's yoke disdain, 
Burst every link of his opprobrious chain ; 
In this dark vale of care and change and strife, 
The blessings seize of liberty and life. 
The wealth, and pride and pageantry of earth, 
The cup of pleasure, and the song of mirth, 
The toys and phantoms most pursue, despise, 
And feel thyself the freeborn of the skies. 
Thy hope, thy rest, thy portion, all is there, 
Where beams the only Good and only Fair ; 
Whose voice of mercy and paternal love 
Invites and woos thee to himself above. 
He bids thee here to worship at His throne, 
To Him surrendered, and to Him alone ; 
In meekest resignation own His will, 
Receive His words, and His commands fulfil. 
O thus prepare for that resplendent day 
When dim mortality is swept away, 
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And all the righteous in His presence find 
A perfect bliss, the transport of the mind ; 
Among heaven's Hierarchy adoring fall, 
Supremely blest, where God is all in all. 

Alas, that Man, his nature understood, 
Should phantoms choose, and scorn his real good 
No longer wrapped in gloom of pagan night, 
But largely favoured with restoring light, 
He, to his blessings faithless and untrue, 
Persists to keep this transient world in view ; 
Forgets alike his origin and end, 
Who is his foe, and who his only friend ; 
The vast importance of his earthly date ; 
The gloom or glory of the future state ; 
And idly wastes his unreturning hours ; 
Exhausts on trifles his gigantic powers ! 
Content to gain a specious bliss below, 
Dead to his future weal or future woe. 
O fatal choice ! O melancholy lot ! 
Life, happiness, and grandeur, all forgot, 
Immortal man, unmindful of his birth, 
Becomes the tame and sordid slave of earth. 
By Sin deluded, captive in his thrall, 
He hears the lore of Truth, but scorns it all. 
Not Sinai's thunders can his bosom move ; 
Nor melts his heart e'en Calvary's dearest love. 
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Proud and impenitent, secure and vain, 

He little heeds the charmer's sweetest strain, 

Which falls unheeded on his careless ear, 

As on the dead would music shrill and clear. 

O deeply fallen ! O tremendous hour ! 

When Man's Deceiver used his craft and power, 

And introducing sin, the spring of woe, 

In Eden wrought our direful overthrow ! 

When first the morning stars in rapture sang, 
And joyful spheres with sweetest music rang, 
Was it the green-robed earth and golden sun, 
Who then began his bright career to run, 
That woke their harps, and bade their, hymnings flow 
To heights sublime, and down to depths below ? 
No ; it was Man, in Gods own image found, 
Who bade such music through the worlds resound ; 
Him they beheld upon the orient clime, 
Erect in attitude, in soul sublime ; 
Pure, wise, and good, the innocent and just, 
A soul immortal in a shrine of dust ; 
And his probation, ended, soon to rise, 
And swell the tuneful concert of the skies. 

O blissful day ! how cloudless and how fair, 
When smiled in Eden's groves the happy pair ! 
What lofty musings occupied their powers ! 
What holy converse filled those tranquil hours ; 
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As they reposed beneath the palm-tree shade, 

Or viewed the beauty of some opening glade, 

Or plucked sweet flowers, or there delighted heard 

The simple music of each tuneful bird ! 

With softest charm was all around impressed, 

And life and gladness ruled within the breast. 

The morn was lovely with its roseate light, 

And mild and soft the shades of dewy night. 

Oft rose each soul upon the wings of love, 

A meek adorer of the Lord above. 

O happy Eden ! Innocence was there, 

And grateful praise supplied the place of prayer. 

Delighted angels, as they flew along, 

Paused in their flight, to hear the joyful song ; 

And in that garden, decked with every grace, 

An image saw of their own dwelling place. 

But marred and ruined by rebellious crime, 
Brief were the raptures of that peaceful clime. 
The wily Tempter in fell ambush lay, 
And Innocence, though warned, became his prey. 
Rebellion's standard he had raised on high, 
And found his glory fade, and transport die ; 
Bent on revenge, so evil passions raged, 
To work our woe the envious fiend engaged ; 
Engaged, succeeded, and, his victory won, 
The world became attainted and undone. 
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Disorder entered with a frightful train 
Of Vices, and the family of Pain ; 
Diseases dire of every sort and name, 
To rack with anguish the material frame ; 
Moral diseases, still more fell and dire, 
Anger, and hatred, and unjust desire, 
Grim cruelty, ambition, scornful pride, • 
Gray folly, to insanity allied, 
Vexation, and remorse, and pallid fear, 
And Death, a ghastly figure in the rear, 
Henceforth to rule and triumph over all, 
And when commissioned bid the mightiest fall. 

O abject Man ! degraded and forlorn ! 
Of Heaven abandoned, and of Hell the scorn ! 
Conceal thyself, thy shame and misery hide, 
Wise to thy woe, and ruined by thy pride. 
Thy God renounced, and captive in the snare, 
Hang down thy head, and tremble in despair. 
Alien and rebel in thy early hour, 
Be thou the sport of thy deceiver's power : 
Dark be each moment, every breath a sigh, 
And trembling feel that " dying thou shalt die. 

Ah, no ; not thus the Tempter shall succeed 
Heaven interposes in the hour of need ; 
Mercy descends on radiant wing of love, 
From realms of light, to Eden's balmy grove ; 
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Swiftly she flew, the august, serene, and mild, 

Loath to abandon yet her fallen child. 

At her command the lorn offenders came, 

With trembling steps, and hearts oppressed, with shame ; 

Vain is excuse ; evasion here is vain ; 

Justice decrees the penalty and pain : 

First ther^the Tempter feels the direful wound, 

Henceforth condemned to crawl and lick the ground ; 

And then his victims stand a sentenced race, 

Though in their sentence shine the words of grace. 

No more shall they enjoy sweet happy hours 

In that fair garden and those fragrant bowers ; 

Yet, exiles, they shall see one beaming ray, 

Undoubted harbinger of glorious day ; 

A day yet distant, when, their victor foiled, 

The crafty Spoiler by a Mightier spoiled, 

All nations shall a great Deliverer hail, 

Whose own right arm shall o'er his foes prevail. 

Though bruised his heel, and numbered with the dead, 

Yet dying He shall bruise the Serpent's head ; 

Redeem mankind, and with salvation bless, 

Illume in darkness, comfort in distress, 

And open to the long expecting eye 

A better Eden and a brighter sky. 

Long was the world in darkness : but the star 
Of promise beamed, in distant skies afar, 
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Which should at length, in God's appointed hour, 
Rise as a glorious sun with healing power ; 
Dispel the tenfold gloom of mental night, 
And shed abroad salvation's vital light. 
By Abraham's race was known Jehovah's will, 
Whose hallowed temple rose on Zion's hill : 
There bled the shadowing victims ; incense tnere 
To heaven ascended with imploring prayer ; 
And there, refulgent in that blest abode, 
Shone the clear glory of the present God. 
To lofty lore their harps the prophets strung, 
And rapt in visions the Messiah sung ; 
His lowly state, His splendour, and His sway ; 
While all the faithful waited for His day. 

But, oh ! what speech, what numbers can declare 
What woes the Gentile lands were doomed to share ! 
Prompt to revolt, obdurate, vain, and blind, 
Perverse in heart, and obstinate in mind, 
Around the standard of the Prince of ill 
They madly throng, and his behests fulfil. 
There see them bend the knee to wood and stone, 
Their trust in idols, and in those alone. 
Some in their pride the host of heaven adore, 
And some the aid of hero-gods implore. 
Imagination woke her lawless might, 
And, in the absence of rejected light, 
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Each element, each place, its god possessed, 
The gaudy fiction of the sportive breast. 
At length perplexed, aghast, e'en Folly found 
The gorgeous fabric was not good and sound ; 
Allowed weak Reason to exalt her voice, 
And point to mortals some superior choice : 
Reason, abashed the motley work to view, 
Condemned the false, but could not find the true ; 
With trembling feet the streets of Athens trod, 
And raised an altar — To the Unknown God. 

With grief we turn to Misraim's abject race, 
Or proud Chaldea's vain inventions trace. 
Ingenious Greece the foreign tales receives, 
And with gay fancy to delusion gives 
The brightest charms that fiction ever wore, 
The taste and beauty of the Classic lore. 
Thy groves, dread Mona, rise before our sight, 
Where erring Druids, wrapped in deepest night, 
As in their hands they held the mystic rod, 
Spoke much in dark mysterious phrase of God ; 
Of nature spoke, of distant orbs and spheres, 
Of immortality and endless years, 
While human victims, O nefarious deed ! 
Before the altars of Teutates bleed ; 
While magic arts, if such pretence were true, 
Unveil the future to their wondering view ; 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 

And kings and armies tremble at the words 
Of grisly Superstition's mighty lords. 

Darkness prevailed ; and in that dismal night 
The vices flourished with luxuriant might : 
f n groves and temples foulest deeds were done 
Without remorse or shame before the sun. 
Speak not, ye proud ! of Reason's vaunted power, 
For she, so willed the Highest, had her hour ; 
And, she the unaided regent of the breast, 
Man quickly stood the abject and unblest. 
A few perchance were found in every clime 
With powers acute, in soaring thought sublime ; 
But these, howe'er applauded, made it plain 
That Reasons noblest efforts were but vain. 
She saw that evil was our present lot, 
But good and bliss — alas ! she knew them not. 

Behold the sage, with loud pretence and pride, 
With skill, with leisure, and with rules supplied ; 
His sole achievement to advance a lore 
That made the darkness deeper than before : 
Bright scintillations gave a fitful light, 
But left the world around in thickest night. 
How sunk in shame was then the human race ; 
How lost of goodness almost every trace ! 
Pride, Passion, Folly, claimed a general reign ; 
Men's manners evil, and their worship vain. 
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They stand degraded vassals in our view, 
Mere earthly joys the only joys they knew. 
No hallowed fire e'er bade their bosoms glow ; 
No consolation soothed them in their woe ; 
No hope sublime diffused a cheering ray, 
Or shed its lustre on life's closing day. 

But, lo ! at length the Incarnate Word appears, 
And with glad beams the weary nations cheers ; 
Sun of the world, the fount of life and light, 
Before whose glory fled the shades of night 
He came with might and mercy, truth and grace, 
The great Restorer of our ruined race. 
Thousands soon listen to the heavenly voice, 
Receive the truth, and in the truth rejoice. 
Religion soon beheld in every land 
Her true disciples rise, a goodly band; 
Sublime in mind, and one in purest love, 
Despising earth, and seeking worlds above : 
True to their Saviour and His righteous cause, 
His Cross their glory, and their guide His laws. 

Hail, blest Religion ! glorious and divine ! 
What healing virtues, and what gifts are thine ! 
In thy pure light we share a glorious day, 
And by thy power we fling our chains away ; 
We rise, return, bid lawless wanderings cease, 
And taste the joys of blessedness and peace. 
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Taught by thy voice, and by thy might restored, 
Our God and Saviour honoured and adored, 
Tis ours to triumph, midst the present woe, 
In hope's bright vision, and in love's pure glow ; 
To antedate within the bounds of time 
The joys and pleasures of the heavenly clime. 
Now wise to know, and faithful to obey, 
Our footsteps planted in life's narrow way, 
Pure bliss is ours, whatever path be trod, 
Deep and substantial peace — the peace of God. 

Art thou displayed, Religion ! to the view ? 
No more can man the toys of earth pursue ; 
No more shall sparkle in his eye the gem, 
The purple robe, or royal diadem. 
Not all the treasures of the wealthiest heir, 
Not gold and rubies, with thy gifts compare. 
Sublime art thou, and thou alone art pure, 
And thy rewards from age to age endure. 
Wealth, honour, glory, these are thine to give, 
And thine the life by which we truly live. 
Freed from the sleep of death, the reign of sin, 
The exalted life of angels we begin ; 
And nobly feel, as roll our circling hours, 
The mighty workings of immortal powers. 
By thee, when Time his narrow round completes, 
We shall be raised to everlasting seats ; 

c 2 
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Enjoy the life of heaven, serene and blest, 
Of bliss partakers, and unending rest, 
Where floods of glory flow before the eye, 
And all the soul is filled with ecstacy. 

I see the pure celestial splendour shine, 
The streaming radiance, holy and divine. 
Unrent the veil, yet faith with vision keen 
Surveys the wonders of the future scene y 
Brings to the view the realm of life and light, 
Where happy spirits walk arrayed in white. 
What see I there ? — Awe-straci, I cease to sing, 
And trembling Fancy folds her airy wing ; 
Overwhelmed and dazzled by the noontide blaze 
Of glory far too bright for mortal gaze. 
It is enough : — within the realms of space 
There is a better world, a dwelling place 
With many mansions, where the just reside, 
The mystic Bridegroom and the mystic Bride. 
Yes : God is there in matchless glory known, 
The beauteous rainbow round about His throne : 
There too is He, the Lamb, who bled, who died, 
The Man of sorrows, now the Glorified. 
Still look, my soul, on that delightful coast ; 
View the bright myriads there, a shining host ; 
Cherubic and angelic forms appear, 
And those who once were feeble mortals here. 
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What ranks on ranks in brightening order rise, 
The Church triumphant in eternal skies ! 
See on their heads the crowns of purest gold ; 
And in their hands the harps of God they hold. 
Each tuneful voice in holy rapture sings 
The Name and glory of the King of kings. 
O what a pause ! — Again their harps they wake, 
And swell their hymnings for the Saviour's sake — 
" Worthy art Thou, All-glorious Lamb ! receive 
" The praise and honour which Thy ransomed give : 
" For Thou, O love divine ! by Thine own blood, 
" Hast made us kings and priests to dwell with God. 

O blissful world ! no pain, no death is here ; 
No gloomy doubt, and no tormenting fear ; 
No lowering cloud, no dismal shades of night ; 
God and the Lamb the everlasting light. 
All here is rapture, bliss, and life secure ; 
And all is pure, as God himself is pure. 

How blest the scene Religion brings to view, 
Sublimest scene, for ever bright and new ! 
A splendid empire where perfection reigns, 
And streams of life adorn the shining plains ! 
But farther still — revolve the gracious plan — 
That world is open now to mortal man ; 
And there our Advocate himself prepares 
Thrones for his ransomed people, sons and heirs. 
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O what is Wisdom's voice ? — Tis sweetly this — 

" Rise, Child of dust ! and share the future bliss : 

" Rise from thy slumber, be no more a slave, 

" But look to Him who died, who lives to save. 

" O trample, conscious of thy heavenly birth, 

" Beneath thy feet the cheating toys of earth : 

" Return, repent, believe, adore, obey, 

" And hail the dawning of eternal day. 

" A dweller here among material forms, 

" The realm of sin and death, of change and storms, 

" A fallen province, so prevailed the foe, 

" Thine is the sad variety of woe. 

" Yet fling to earth the world's enchanting bowl, 

" And seek the deathless pleasures of the soul. 

" Dead to vain joys, and deaf to worldly strife, 

" Drink crystal waters from the well of life. 

" Let peace divine, by God's own bounty given, 

" Make here a mortal breast a tranquil heaven. 

" Material forms, thouglj bright, shall soon decay, 

" And human ills be shortly swept away. 

" Death flings o*er all alike the funeral pall ; 

" The great, the strong, the wise, the lovely fell ; 

" The eye must fade, and wither every grace, 

" For men, though proud, are but a mortal race* 

" But yet the good, the holy, and the wise 

" Pass hence to happy mansions in the skies $ 
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" There join the angels, with the just adore, 

" Light, life, and joy their portion evermore. 

" In truth acknowledge Him, the great I AM ; 

" Trust in the merits of the atoning Lamb ; 

" Implore the Sanctifier's mighty grace ; 

" Fight the good fight, and run the Christian race. 

" Soon thou shalt soar above created spheres, 

" Heaven thy blest home for everlasting years : 

" Soon thou shalt stand on cloudless fields above, 

" Each prospect glory, and each feeling love." 

Thus Wisdom speaks ; and thus she speaks to bless 

The obedient soul, and banish its distress ; 

Speaks to the heart in words as sweet and clear 

As in blest bowers conversing angels hear. 

Mortal ! awake, attend the heavenly voice, 

So shall thy soul in saving health rejoice. 

No farther in the ways of death advance ; 

No longer slumber thou in folly's trance. 

Mortal ! awake ; thy bliss, thy grandeur see, 

* 

What Wisdom offers to mankind and thee ; 

Pardon, salvation, life, and bliss below, 

And joys above which here thou canst not know. 

But shall Religion lift her voice in vain, 

And Sin yet boast of his triumphant reign ? 

Alas ! mankind, so works the primal ill, 

Their cup each day at muddy fountains fill ; 
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Earth's transient joys and gaudy trifles prize, 

And scorn the boundless "blessings of the skies. 

So works the primal taint, (although in pride 

The sceptic sage the humbling lore deride ;) 

And man, to reason making loud pretence, 

Lives here a prisoner in the chains of sense. 

Strong passions, appetites, and base desires, 

Kindle within the breast unholy fires ; 

And, anxious, restless, seldom long at ease, 

He spends his days the abject slave of these. 

Meanwhile the soul in gloomy darkness pines ; 

On her no beam of heavenly radiance shines ; 

By error blinded, mist around her cast, 

Feeble, benumbed, and palsied at the last, 

The melancholy course of folly run, 

She finds herself the wretched and undone ; 

Stands hesitating, trembling on the shore ; 

Then takes her place where change is known no more. 

We boast of liberty ; yet every foe 
Bids us at will the yoke of slavery know. 
We boast of health; yet fell disease is ours, 
Enfeebling and perverting all our powers. 
Thus Sin maintains a dark tremendous sway, 
And, blindfold-vassals, we his laws obey. 
O dire delusion ! But review the tale, 




tyrants in the world prevail, 
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By whose dread might vain men that Cause despise 
Which health and liherty and joy supplies ; 
Which bids us here that real grandeur know 
Which wealth and titles never can bestow — 
Grandeur of soul, immortal and divine, 
Which shines when flaming systems cease to shine* 
Glance at the world, and see wjiat Vices reign, 
And render man degraded, low, and vain ; 
Observe how most of every rank and age, 
Their choice perverse, in mean pursuits engage ; 
Deluded and deluding, till their day 
Concludes in darkness, sorrow, and dismay. 

Than sorded Avarice no fouler pest 
Can take possession of the human breast. 
Vile is the wretch, where'er the wretch may be, 
Who renders homage, Avarice, to thee ; 
And thee enthroning in his recreant heart, 
Though named a Christian, acts a pagan's part. 
No generous purpose e'er expands his mind, 
To selfish aims and purposes confined : 
No warm affections bid his bosom glow, 
Nor feels he sympathy for human woe : 
No wish is his the troubled soul to calm, 
Or pour on bleeding hearts a healing balm. 
House joined to house, field added still to field, 
His wealth increases, and the obsequious yield ; 
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Before the lord of wealth reluctant cower, 
Detest his name, and tremble at his power. 
Alike to him are human love and hate, 
Whose sole Elysium is his prosperous state. 
Walking, he muses on his growing store, 
And dreaming, fancies he has gathered more. 
Pride in his gait, and rapture in his eye, 
With speed and pageantry he passes by, 
Too dull to think, and far too cold to feel, 
Wrapped in himself, he scorns the public weal. 
No smiling orphan learns to lisp his name, 
No boons of his the widow's blessing claim ; 
No wanderer says, partaking of his wealth, 
" O may you ever drink the cup of health ! " 
Years bring grey hairs ; but still he thinks of gold, 
Loves with dim sight his treasures to behold ; 
And clings to these with all he has of heart, 
And, O that he and they might never part ! 
But Death knocks at his door, unwelcome guest, 
And grief and terror fill his anxious breast. 
Art does her utmost to prolong his reign, 
But Art is vanquished, and her skill is vain. 
Ah ! soon the crowd the sable pomp survey, 
The gloomy honours 6f the funeral day : 
But who among them drop before his bier 
The tender tribute of affection's tear ? 
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Careless and gazing, they his acts recount ; 
Review his wealth, and tell the vast amount ; 
And, when the poor and idle tale is o'er, 
Hope that his heir is worthy of his store. 

Some spend their days pursuing sensual joys, 
And low delight their vulgar mind employs : 
But, ah ! my song, turn from the vulgar crew, 
Who all that appetite demands pursue. 
View not the glutton at the sumptuous hoard, 
To whom rich feasts all happiness afford. 
Turn from the giddy and the clamorous band, 
Whom vanquished reason can no more command ; 
For ardent fires their turgid veins -inflame, 
And dead are they to glory and to shame. 
Abhor the wretch that woos the shades of night, 
The harlot's smiles his coveted delight. 
Turn thou from these ; their dismal fete deplore, 
So deeply sunk that they can sink no more : 
The foul and abject slaves of gross desire, 
Feeding on dregs, and wallowing in the mire. 
Oh ! with what eye does righteous Heaven survey 
These victims ruled by passion's basest sway ! 

Some in their bosoms fan a glowing fire, 
The post of eminence their chief desire. 
Too proud to seek Religion's holy light, 
But justly scorning passion's vulgar might, 
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Their only aim is in the world to rise ; 
Power, fame, or honour, constitutes the prize. 
O is it won hy flattery ? They bend, 
And fawn to make some mighty one their friend ; 
t With courtly arts stand often at his gate, 
No hour too early and no hour too late. 
But can the meed be only won by toil ? 
Wan, pale, and pensive o er the midnight oil, 
They bid their genius deck the favourite view, 
Small matter whether it be false or true. 
Others, more sound, the path of labour trod, 
Oe'r huge, recondite volumes pore and plod. 
Full oft chagrined to see brisk striplings rise, 
And empty heads obtain the splendid prize, 
They feel dispirited ; again they turn 
To strenuous toil, and with new ardour burn. 
At last perchance in age their plans succeed, 
And faded eyes behold the hard-won meed. 
Exalted spirits, if their aims were right, 
Beheld with joy, applauded with delight ; 
But since ambition is the rising flame, 
And might and grandeur form their only aim ; 
God's truth neglected, and the public weal 
The thing they mention, and but seldom feel ; 
Sound principle the thing of which they boast, 
But mean self-love the principle of most ; 
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O what is here that Wisdom can approve, 

Or what to win esteem and cordial love ? 

On utter gewgaws these expend their powers ; 

Command and .glitter some revolving hours ; 

And stalk in splendour on the wondering stage, 

The sport and envy of a gazing age. 

Yet midst their glory, on that giddy height, 

They tread their course in deepest mental night ; 

Amused, enchanted by a meteor-blaze, 

That glares awhile, and suddenly decays. 

Some in mere trifling spend their fleeting life, 
Where only feeble passions kindle strife ; 
Like humming insects sporting in the ray 
That paints their feeble wings, so bright and gay 
Their aim the same, whatever course is run, 
To win the pleasures by amusements won. 
Some join the throng to see the panting steed ; 
And some the warrior birds delight to feed ; 
Some in the graceful mazes of the dance 
With nimble foot at midnight hours advance ; 
Some gaze with rapture on the bustling stage, 
And feed on mimic smiles, and tears, and rage ; 
And thousands of the courtly, sprightly fair, 
Seem only to exist to breathe the air, 
Whiling their time away ; a novel's lore 
The only page they venture to explore. 
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To these belong no lofty thought and blest, 
No high and moral movements of the breast ; 
All is a toying, trifling waste of hours, 
And fruitless motion of mechanic powers. 

Turn to the multitude of human kind, 
To hardy toil and humble cares confined. 
'Tis theirs, as seasons pass, to till the fields, 
And reap the treasure which the harvest yields. 
'Tis theirs to ply whatever arts they know, 
In winter's frost, and summer's scorching glow. 
Some pierce the mine, and dwell in deepest gloom ; 
Some fling the rattling shuttle through the loom ; 
These tempt the deep, and from each foreign strand 
Bring wealth and splendour to their native land ; 
Those wake the music of the martial fife, 
At Albion's summons prodigal of life. 
All tread an humble path, unknown, obscure, 
The strong to act, and patient to endure. 
Wet with the shower, and beaten by the blast, 
By them the day in various toils is past : 
Cheered by a whistled tune, they plod along, 
Or by some verses of an airy song : 
Their labour o'er, they hail the shades of night, 
And dreamless slumber then renews their might. 
It is not theirs to feed and fan the flame 
That seeks the honour of a splendid name ; 
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Nor is it theirs in fashion's walks to shine 
With those whom elegance and art refine. 
But these are men ; a high and ransomed race, 
Blest with the offer of restoring grace ; 
Invited here to know the saving lore, 
And shine, and rule, and triumph evermore. 
Their pleasures and their objects only few, 
Yet these are all that they with zeal pursue. 
Their first concern to gain their daily bread, 
To higher matters senseless, blind, and dead ; 
Mere slaves of Care, by worldly thought engrossed, 
True moral feeling dull, or nearly lost ; 
Pleased with low joys, and loud in vulgar mirth, 
They spend their days mere drudges on the earth. 
Heedless, perverse, they will not God regard ; 
Their teacher Folly — what is their reward ? 

But see the few, with keen, accomplished mind, 
Enlarged by knowledge, and by taste refined. 
They deeply search the lore of other times, 
The boasted wisdom of remotest climes ; 
With Plato's lofty views their powers engage, 
Or dwell with joy on Tully's splendid page ; 
Hove with Malebranche in all the paths he trod, 
And learn with him to see all things in God ; 
Or tread with Locke the metaphysic field, 
And themes explore from common minds concealed. 
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Tis theirs, with noble thought and vision keen, 
To search the wonders of this varied scene ; 
Now atoms scan with microscopic eye, 
Now soar amid the regions of the sky ; 
To every fact assign the proper cause, 
And then arrive at universal laws. 
Unbounded is the range of human thought, 
And great their work if truth be wisely sought ; 
The ways of Him who in His works has shown 
Perfection not by highest angels known. 
Do they expatiate on the Eternal Mind ! 
Or view they spirits in frail dust confined ? 
What vast ideas oft their powers expand ! 
And words obsequious come at their command ; 
Their lucubrations all with zeal extol, 
And their names shine on fame's recording scroll. 

But say, can these, the subtile and profound, 
For hope and comfort show us solid ground ? 
An intellectual feast they well supply ; 
But can they teach us how to live and die ? 
Can they shed light on our mysterious way, 
The beaming glory of a moral day ; 
And bid the sinner, reconciled, forgiven, 
Rest in the undeceiving hope of heaven ? 

Philosophy ! accept our ready praise, 
That tribute to thy worth which Justice pays. 
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Art thou both wise and humble ? Then in thee 

A sound instructress and a friend we see ; 

And by thy aid our joyful minds survey 

The wide creation, in its rich display 

Of matchless beauty, and of just design, 

Of wisdom infinite, and power divine. 

Our minds are strengthened, reason wakes her powers, 

And sound reflection well employs our hours. 

We leave the surface, learn to soar and sink, 

Versed in that noblest art — the art to think. 

Before thy presence dreams and fancies flee, 

Assumptions wild, and baseless theory. 

Truth, reason, sense prevail ; and, unconflned, 

Man feels the noble energies of mind ; 

Sees purest knowledge in all objects shine, 

Each leaf a continent, each germ a mine ; 

And all things worthy of attention here, 

From earth's dark caverns to the starry sphere ; 

Each little portion and the wondrous whole 

Made to instruct and raise the thinking soul. 

Who speaks great Bacon's or great Newton's name ; 
And feels not in his breast a kindling flame ? 
Those mighty men, each humble as a child, 
Exempt from prejudice and fancy wild, 
The path of knowledge rightly understood, 
Prompt to examine, tardy to conclude. 

D 
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Nor, while they dwelt on Nature's various laws, 
Did they forget the great Eternal Cause ; 
Nor, vainly proud of Reason's noblest might, 
Deny the need of some superior light. 
They kept their spirits under just control, 
And hailed the Truth, the daylight of the soul ; 
With child-like temper viewed the hallowed page, 
Nor dared forget the Christian in the sage. 
Whoe'er, as one of these, his noble breast, 
Like theirs, with all the sage's wisdom blest, 
Comes forth among us as a help and guide, 
Free from temerity and sceptic pride, 
And leads us onward in the spacious field, 
And brings to view what lay before concealed. 
With lively gratitude his voice we hear, 
Or hail his volumes with a joy sincere, 
Deem them a portion of our choicest wealth, 
Undoubted springs of intellectual health. 

But though, Philosophy ! thy splendid page 
Obtain our praise, and live through many an age, 
We still want something 'tis not thine to give, 
A word by which we truly see and live — 
The voice of God himself — no other voice 
Can bid the soul in certain truth rejoice ; 
Unfold our ills, nor less unfold the cure, 
And show us a foundation strong and sure, 
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On which to build our hope, and to repose 
When death the term of human life shall close. 
Thou hast our willing eulogy ; but yet 
Thy proper province ne'er in pride forget, 
Lest found perverse, presumptuous, unwise, 
We mourn thy folly, and thy toil despise. 

Alas, that sages, such in name, not heart, 
Should act in evil days a faithless part ; 
With reckless minds their impious fancies weave, 
And thousands by their specious wiles deceive ! 
Vain sophists these, (and such indeed abound,) 
Dealers in folly, and pretence, and sound, 
Who, with the witchery of a glozing tongue, 
Delight the wicked, and corrupt the young. 
Albion ! beware ; turn from the cheating lure, 
Sweet to the taste, but deadly and impure ; 
Lest thou, in anguish and in shame aghast, 
Be seen a bitter mourner at the last. 

The tuneful bard delights in shady bowers, 
Where breathes the gale, and shine the fragrant flowers ; 
Where oft the joyful minstrels of the groves 
Warble in mingled song their little loves ; 
Where babbling rills of crystal water glide, 
And smiling plants adorn the bank's green side. 
He there reposes, views the wide expanse, 
Rapt in his spirit's all-absorbing trance ; 

d 2 
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Sees shadowy forms in brightest hues appear, 

While sweetest music melts upon his ear, 

From earth to heaven he rolls his beaming eye. 

In wonder lost and vivid ecstacy : 

Then scorns the charms that meet the mortal view* 

Summons his fancy, and imagines new. 

Obtaining, Poesy, thy ready aid, 

Each brightest colour, and each softest shade, 

The sweetest numbers, in mellifluous chime, 

Flow from his lips, and form the lofty rhyme. 

'Tis his to plant a paradise around, 

(One only in his own conceptions found ;) 

Exempt from thorns and weeds, where flowers appear 

Blooming and fragrant through the cloudless year. 

The fabled splendour of the golden age, 

Shines in his song, and decorates his page. 

Here Gladness triumphs, Sorrow is unknown, 

No tear is shed, nor heard a plaintive moan : 

Joy fills the heart, and beauty charms the sight, 

And all is harmony and sweet delight ; 

Till some rude storm arise, some tempest rage, 

And sweep the glory from the airy stage : 

Then e'en the bard must feel the gush of woe, 

And own that all is vanity below. 

Thus oft they say, if eastern lore be true, 

Groves, forests, palaces spring forth to view 
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On dreary wastes, by force of magic spell, 
Whose wondrous might no human voice can tell : 
The turrets sparkle, and the forests bloom, 
As gales fan these, as those bright suns illume : 
But while the enchanted pilgrim views the whole, 
And brightening radiance captivates his soul, 
The fabric melts, the groves are seen no more, 
And all is dreary as it was before. 

'Tis all illusion ; man is born to woe ; 
Toil, pain, vicissitude his lot below. 
,Alas, what evil in the heart is found] 
Alas, what evil in the world abound] 
The mighty master of a nation's throne, 
And he who calls no foot of land his own 
He who beholds the feast with sparkling eye, 
And he who lives on bounty's kind supply ; 
All feel the general lot, and all confess 
That human life is full of bitterness. 
Nor can our reasoning, splendid and acute, 
Nor can the sweetest musk of the lute, 
Or numbers glowing with the purest fire 
That ever warmed the master of a lyre, 
Dispel the cloud, extract the piercing thorn, 
Or with bright smiles the wrinkled brow adorn, 
And bid the soul in conscious grandeur rise, 
And know the bliss a better world supplies. 
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Life, sing and reason as we choose, is life, 

A scene of pain and trouble, care and strife ; 

And something from above is wanted here 

To raise the mind, the sorrowing heart to cheer ; 

To sooth and hush the agitated breast, 

And give the anxious spirit peace and rest, 

As we the vale of life and death survey, 

Or, looking onward to eternal day, 

Scan with solicitude the world unknown, 

And view with trembling glance the judgment-throne. 

An oracle is this — No bliss we know, 
While we confine our view to things below. 
Consult the worldly, all their stores in sight ; 
Ask the ambitious on their proudest height ; 
Ask slaves of sense, immersed in joys that pleaSe ; 
Ask gayest triflers in their hours of ease ; 
Consult in prosperous days the sons of Care ; 
The sage, while breathing in the purest air ; 
The tuneful bard, as sweetest numbers flow, 
And inspiration gives its purest glow ;— 
Ask all of these if they be truly blest, 
Substantial peace the inmate of the breast ; 
And they will say — hypocrisy aside, 
The veil of fashion, and the vaunt of pride, — 
" We speak of bliss, and claim it for our own, 
" But genuine bliss remains to us unknown : 
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" The bright, the gross, the lofty, and the gay, 

" Give but a joy that quickly dies away. 

" If now the day be brilliant or serene, 

" Soon clouds and storms deform the troubled scene. 

" All human bliss is only like a flower, 

" Bright, blooming* fading, withered in an hour, 

" If truth be told, we only act a part, 

" Smiles deck the face, but anguish fills the heart." 

O frightful^ dismal, melancholy tale, 
To tell how folly rules, and ills prevail ! 
How man, the conscious lord of all below, 
Despising good, consigns himself to woe ! 
Wise, great, and mighty in his own esteem, 

And sacred truth regarded as a dream, 

He yields to vanity his captive heart, 

Sinks to the dust, and acts a sordid part ; 

Sustains a galling yoke, and drags a chain. 

His object happiness, his portion pain ; — 

Pain and vexation, sorrow and disgust : 

The choice perverse, the recompense how just ! 

In youth what fervour riots in his veins ! 

And o'er his manhood proud ambition reigns. 

Clipped fancy's wing, and somewhat cooled his rage, 

Dull folly moulds the character of age. 

His better years in worldly pleasure past, 
He stands a mournful driveller at the last. 
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In vain Experience bids his eye explore 

The faithful pages of her sober lore. 

Truth, reason, conscience gladly would conspire 

To teach his mind, and damp unholy fire ; 

To give that joy which would his soul pervade, 

And raise him to a crown that ne'er shall fade. , 

But love of earth, of objects low and vain, 

Holds in his breast a firm, unbroken reign ; 

And we behold him, fettered fast and bound, 

In folly's circle walking blindfold round ; 

"Wilful, perverse, ignoble, and unblest, 

Pursuing pleasure with an eager zest ; 

The dupe of error, casting truth behind, 

To this vain world his thoughts and hopes confined. 

Perchance at times, while his revolving hours, 
With all his purposes, and zeal, and powers, 
Are meanly given to the world alone, 
A wiser and a better thought is known* 
" Vexation, vanity J " he loudly cries, 
Condemns his folly, contemplates the skies, 
The sure approach of death, the silent grave, 
The dread tribunal, and a soul to save. 
" Yes ; something must be, shall be, shortly done, 
" Before I close mine eyes on yonder sun, 
" To gain a portion on that blissful shore, 
" Where joys abound, and ills are known no more, " 
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But, ah, the thought, inspired by serious view, 
Is as the morning cloud or early dew, 
Reflection, quickly banished from the breast, 
And feeling lost, so feebly there impressed) 
Folly resumes her empire, Passion burns, 
And he to former vanity returns* 

At length the dark decisive hour is come 
Which shall consign him to his last, long home. 
How dies the man who lived the slave of sense ? 
Where moves his spirit when it migrates hence ? 
Dread thought ! dread theme ! no more, my verse, 
The awful wonders hid from human view : 
Yet urge the moral — Tremble to postpone 
The work of life, from day to day undone, 
Lest thou, frail mortal, at the last lament , 
O'er talents wasted, and thy life mispent. 
Not all the gold Potosi's mines can yield, 
Not wealth that lies in ocean's caves concealed, 
Not titled name, or honour, or renown, 
The monarch's robe, or scholar's sable gown, 
Not all that dazzles in a mortal eye 
Beneath the azure concave of the sky. 
Can give thee comfort in the final strife, 
When death dissevers the frail thread of life ; 
Can ope a vista in that solemn scene, 
Unfolding fairer skies and climes serene ; 
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Allay thy fears, or bid thy anguish cease, 
And whisper to thy parting spirit— peace. 

Here is Religion's province, her's alone ; 
These gifts and operations are her own. 
By her we conquer earth, its cares and wiles, 
And scorn alike its frowns and cheating smiles. 
She sheds bright lustre on the deepest gloom* 
And bids the soul undaunted view the tomb ; 
Meet with firm faith the conquering might of death, 
And whisper victory with the latest breath. 

O blest Religion ! while my spirit mourn* 
The sight of human ills, to thee she turns ; 
She turns to thee, yet hopes not to declare 
How great thy worth, how bright thy glories are- 
Light, life, and liberty, and joy, and peace ; 
Wealth that endures, and pleasures that increase ; 
True consolation midst our doubts and fears, 
The faith that triumphs, and the hope that cheers ; 
Calm satisfaction, resignation meek, 
Health for the sick, and courage for the weak ; — 
These are thy gifts, Religion ! these are thine, 
Which gold outweigh, and brightest gems outshine. 
'Tis thine to teach the mind, renew the heart, 
To bid our feet from evil ways depart ; 
With noblest thoughts to fill the exulting soul, 
And bring the passions into due control ; 
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To bid us higher in perfection rise, 

The free-born children of eternal skies* 

Something in climes where thorns and brambles grow 

Of Eden's charms and Eden • bliss we know ; 

And look with rapture to the realms above* 

The eternal paradise of light and love* 

O blest Religion ! come with all thy train 
Of hallowed graces, and assert thy reign. 
Claim thy just rights, ascend thy radiant throne, 
Rule the glad World, and make it all thine own. 
Bid pagan darkness at thy presence flee ; 
Bid vain Philosophy bow down to thee ; 
Bid Truth and Reason rule on eveiy shore, 
Till suns shall fade, and time shall be no more. 
Bring with thee Knowledge, with her eagle eye ; 
Faith, Hope, and Love, and mild Humility ; 
Courage, and Patience, and meek-eyed Content ; 
And Sorrow always ready to relent ; 
And sleepless Vigilance, who sees the foe ; 
And Diligence, who scorns no toil below i 
And Prayer devout, with her uplifted hands ; 
Obedience listening to her Lord's commands $ 
And Bounty mindful of the sick and poor, 
Prompt to relieve the miseries they endure ; 
And Sympathy, Who feels another's grief, 
And by partaking it gives large relief. 
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O blest Religion ! Daughter of the sky ! 
Look on the world with thy benignant eye : 
Come with thy graces, and on earth be known, 
Each breast thy temple, and each heart thy throne. 

No more, my Harp : Behold the heavenly plan, 
What forms the weal, and what the woe of man. 
Our view directed to superior spheres, 
This world a fugitive vain scene appears. 
Survey we beauty's brightest, loveliest shades : 
Some days revolve, and all the lustre fades. 
Did we surpass the Lydian king in store, 
A little while, and we are rich no more. 
Power, pomp, and pleasure, idols of the most, 
The choicest gifts of which the world can boast, 
Just seen, held, tasted, speedily decay, 
And like a brilliant dream soon melt away. 
Whate'er we loudly praise, or noble call, 
Is mere illusion, fleeting shadow all ; 
Now fair and pleasing to the mortal sight, 
Now quenched, and vanished in the gloom of night. 
We grandeur name the rank and pomp of earth, 
And look for pleasure in the walks of mirth. 
O sad mistake ! In sophistry expert, 
Our better powers we wretchedly pervert ; 
And, thus deluded, grasp not gems but toys, 
And vain delight prefer to solid joys ; 
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Instead of soaring upward to the sky, 

We fix on trifles both the heart and eye. 

But grandeur springs not from terrestrial things, 

The pride of heroes, or the power of kings. 

No fountain here our proper bliss supplies, 

Though high the pulse may beat, or beam our eyes. 

With all earth's grandeur, we are mean and low ; 

And with its joys remain the sons of woe. 

Let birth exalt us, and let taste adorn, 

Let flatterers hail us each returning morn ; 

Yet bent to earth, and better things forgot, 

Meanness and misery make up our lot — 

Meanness, though dazzling stars the breast may grace, 

And misery, though smiles illume the face. 

Spirit is all ; material forms decay : 
In darkness sinks the regent of the day ; 
The gentle moon, and all the stars of night, 
At the appointed hour withdraw their light : 
But spirit shall survive the falling spheres, 
And stand the same through everlasting years. 
O blest Religion ! it is thine alone 
To make the world of spirits rightly known. 
We in thy light the dread Jehovah see, 
The Holy One, the great mysterious Three. 
We in thy light the human soul survey, 
That sullied and obscured, but deathless ray, 
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Immortal breath, the breath of Him who spoke, 

And all Creation into being woke. 

We in thy light the realms of space explore, 

Worlds that shall shine when this exists no more. 

Then why with needless search perplex the mind ? 

Our grandeur here, and happiness we find ; 

Eternal grandeur, just, sublime, and true. 

What seraphs share, and love in man to view ; 

Eternal happiness, the soul's pure joy, 

Which nought shall change, diminish, or destroy. 

Ye sons of Albion ! listen to the lay : 
Awake, arise, and see the glorious day : 
With grateful hearts receive the vital beams ; 
Why render life a scene of empty dreams ? 
Be this the lore you treasure in the breast — 
" Religion's true disciples must be blest : 
" The path of folly shall no more be trod ; 
" Our grandeur and our bliss are found in God." 



END OF BOOK I. 
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BOOK II. 

O blest Religion ! Daughter of the skies ! 
Thou teacheit man to think, and act, and rise ; 
To know Jehovah) holy, good, arid just ; 
To know himself, immortal here in dust ; 
To tread in faith and love the righteous way, 
And seek perfection in the realms of day. 
'Tis thine to guide lis, comfort us, and heal ; 
To make us rightly s*e, and nobly feel ; 
To rise to moral grandeur, brightening rise, 
And triumph in that life which never dies. 
Sacred art thou, adorned with purest rays ; 
In praising thee we give thee highest praise ; 
All beauty, glory, excellence thine own, 
No wild hyperbole can here be known. 

As in these shades thy features I survey, 
Hear thy blest voice, and what I hear obey ; 
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Behold the blessings which are thine to give, 
And then those blessings gratefully receive : 
I turn away with willing heart from all 
That men perversely great or noble call ; 
And seek, by strong attraction drawn, to gain 
The bliss and honours of the heavenly plain ; 
And feel e'en here, mid countless ills below, 
The pulse of joy, and love's refining glow. 

But in my breast exist the springs of grief; 
And of my sorrows this is found the chief, 
That now of life the better years are past, 
And I remain a mourner at the last. 
Truth was my theme ; yet, chained by common thought, 
No lofty tone, no splendid vision sought, 
It pleased me much to use with toil and skill 
Some formal rules, and thus my task fulfil ; 
This fact forgotten — that the sacred lore 
Expands the mind, and bids us feel and soar ; 
Inspires with health and strength the kindling soul, 
And bids it triumph, as the moments roll, 
Alive to bliss, to glory, and to God, 
Cheered with the prospect of that bright abode, 
To which the Truth its pure disciples leads, 
When immortality to life succeeds. 

Tame is his work, who, with a plodding mind, 
Is to some narrow, winding paths confined ; 
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Nor knows, with trembling joy, his centre here, 

To stretch the radius far beyond the sphere 

Of time and sense, in heights and depths unknown 

Far as the footstool of the eternal throne ; 

And in that vast circumference to move, 

By wisdom guided, and inspired by love. 

With grief and pity I may look on those 

Who on the couch of indolence repose, 

With all their loud professions half asleep ; 

Or who through tangled mazes slowly creep. 

By fetters bound, perplexing and perplexed, 

By systems tortured, oft displeased and vexed ; 

In twilight fluttering, as the bats of eve, 

But still their beaten track too proud to leave. 

Perhaps ingenious in the critic's art, 

In all that makes them act a Schoolman's part, 

Skilled to arrange, dissect, and to define, 

The scholar shines, but not the true divine. 

So sportive children walk upon the shore, 
And glittering shells admire, a gathered store ; 
These flung away, they on the sand engrave 
Lines soon defaced by the returning wave ; 
Or, weary now, they cherish fancy's dreams, 
While ocean murmurs, and the sea-mew screams ; 
But the bold sailor hoists the spreading sail, 
Forsakes the shore, and hastes before the gale, 

E* 



SO A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY*. 

Till, borne afar, he views with wondering eye 
The world of waters, and the spacious sky. 

So feeble warblers in the tranquil grove 
In mingled chorus swell the notes of love ; 
Delighted flutter oft from spray to spray, 
Compose their plumage, and renew the lay. 
But the strong eagle on the mountain's brow 
Perches aloft in day's meridian glow ; 
Sees vallies spread, sees distant summits rise, 
And o'er his head the concave of the skies ; 
Views the bright glory of the ample scene 
With sparkling eye, and bosom all serene : 
Expands his wings, ascends the proudest height, 
And wheels his course in air mid floods of light. 

They who explore the truth aright will soon 
Bask in the splendour of effulgent noon ; 
For ever rising in the mental scale, 
As wisdom over weakness shall prevail ; 
The exulting mind surveys the moral field 
In all its full magnificence revealed. 
Darkness and dullness banished from the breast, 
With light and life the happy soul is blest : 
With grandeur thinks ; maintains a lofty tone, 
With solid wisdom pleased, and that alone. 

O in the brown and waning days of age, 
Let higher views my pensive mind engage. 
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If some, perverse, in narrow circles move, 

Shreds, systems, party-views the things they love ; 

To partial notions fix the fettered mind, 

And here their pleasure and employment find ; 

O let my soul the idle toil disdain, 

And look with gladness o'er the spacious plain ; 

With trembling foot on some fair Pisgah stand, 

And see the splendour of the lovely land ; 

Urge its career, with renovated wings, 

To Zion's hallowed steep and Jordan's springs ; 

And, dullness, weakness cast e'en yet away, 

Feel a blest glow, and rise to brighter day. 

The pilgrim view ; at first his way he takes 
Through shady forests, and through tangled brakes ; 
But here and there he meets a fragrant flower, 
A crystal fountain, or a lovely bower : 
Some pleasing charms his weary toil repay, 
Yet pain and sorrow crowd the fleeting day ; 
For still he walks in every winding course 
That woos his footsteps and exhausts, his force. 
Not knowing where the chequered path may lead, 
One labour finished, what may next succeed, 
To him the song of birds no pleasure gives, 
Or breeze that whispers mid the trembling leaves : 
The peaceful shade no longer soothes his breast ; 
He stands dejected, troubled, and distrest : 

£ 2 
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When, lo, at last there bursts upon his sight 
The welcome vision of a mountain's height ; 
With eager steps he climbs its rocky brow, 
And sees the flowery vales stretch out below ; 
The full magnificence of earth and heaven 
In all its pomp to contemplation given. 
Now bright his eye, his bosom all serene, 
He drinks the inspiration of the scene ; 
And, doomed no more in thorny paths to roam, 
Sees the bright path that leads him to his home* 

I mourn, Religion, as I think of thee, 
So few thy worth, and charms, and glory see ; 
And most, perverse, and prejudiced in heart, 
Bistort, corrupt thee with ingenious art ; 
Bend thy pure doctrines to a private view, 
Bold to maintain that — what they think is true. 
The settled standard of the truth they find, 
Not in God's word, but in man's erring mind. 
Though Truth is one, and one its life and might, 
Yet each vain man has his peculiar light ; 
His dreams and fancies — full perfection these, 
And those men please him whom his notions please. 
Hence spring divisions, heresies, and hate, 
Envy, and jealousy, and wild debate. 
The sheep of Christ, or those who should be sheep, 
Whom in its confines one blest fold should keep, 
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Unholy passions to the world display, 

As fierce and furious as the beasts of prey. 

When shall the days of ancient love return, 
And those rejoice who now in anguish mourn ? 
When shall the Christian flock, as one combined, 
Be pure in feeling, and be wise in mind ; 
True, blest Religion ! to thy sacred cause, 
Filled with thy life, and governed by thy laws ? 

speedily arrive, expected Year ! 

When Truth and Charity shall triumph here, 
And all the world, subjected by their might, 
Walk with one heart in one resplendent light i 
O lovely Solitude ! so sweet and dear : 

1 sought thee long, and I have found thee here. 
Thou friend of peace, and harmony, and truth, 
Of age the solace, as the dream of youth ! 

I love thee much ; thee ready thanks I pay, 

Friend of my musings, Parent of my lay* 

What is society but ceaseless noise ? 

Its joys how few, except tumultuous joys ? 

There tongues are clamorous, and smiles abound, 

And fine professions flow from hearts unsound : 

Folly and Flattery united reign, 

And prompt the empty and seducing strain. 

Ah, there the soul, impelled by every force, 

Is urged by all around to change its course ; 
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And mingled passions, foes of peace and rest, 
To a wild chaos turn the troubled breast. 
But wisdom, in thy shades is made our choice, 
And in the light of truth our hearts rejoice : 
The passions yield to tranquil reason's sway, 
And sportive fancy must her laws obey: 
The cumbrous load of earth we lighter find, 
And feel the power, and taste the joys of mind. 
Oft be it mine in thy sweet shade and bower 
To spend in fruitful thought the fleeting hour ; 
One wish, one object, and one labour known — 
To seek the good of others, and mine own ; 
The hallowed page with grateful heart explore, 
And grow still wiser, better than before ; 
Serene and calm, as life's swift current flows, 
And wisely looking to its solemn close. 

In solitude I seek the poet's glow, 
And bid for Albion's weal the numbers flow ; 
Pleased with the thought that e'en a humble lay 
May win attention from the light and gay : 
For in my mind the fair ideas rise 
Which Truth from her celestial page supplies ; 
And hope exists within my anxious breast, 
That Albion shall again be great and blest : 
And great and blest, O Albion, shalt thou be. 
If thou remember — God is good to thee, 
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And largely gives thee blessings to enjoy, 
Which nothing but thy folly can destroy.: 
Thine is the Truth, and thine are power, and Wealth, 
The fruitful vales, and breezes, fraught with health ; 
Thine is the poet's song, the sage's lore;; 
Thine treasures gathered from each distant shore; 
Thy sons are found a bold and generous throng, 
Patient as brave, and as intrepid strong; 
Large is thine empire : every source is thine 
Of all that bids a land rejoice and shine. 
Survey the whole, and^ee what God demands- 
Plans of thy mind, and labours of thy hands ; 
That thou may'st still remain what thou hast been, 
The first of Isles, among the realms a Queen. 
Review thy blessings ; every gift improve ; 
Then He shall view thee with unchanging love ; 
With might protect thee, with His favour bless, 
And dry the bitter fountains of distress ; 
Bid joy and gladness in thy vales abound, 
While with the voice of song thy hills resound. 

But when I wake my unambitious lays, 
To celebrate, sweet Solitude, thy praise, 
It is not blank seclusion I commend, 
Or the lone desert, far from every friend. 
Man is not born for such dark gloom as this, 
No sphere for duty, and no source of bliss. 
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He asks for aid, and that with anxious heart, 

And must in justice equal aid impart. 

Not for himself he lives ; his state demands 

The toil of intellect, or toil of hands. 

Each much receives, what others well supply, 

To meet his wants, or gratify his eye ; 

And each must add, who spurns not reason's laws, 

His contributions to the common cause. 

Henceforth be monks and eremites unknown ; 

Healthful society admits no drone. 

Man must be social ; he who does not feel 

A strong desire to aid the public weal ; 

Self his sole centre, all his aim to please 

His own dear heart in indolence and ease ; 

Who would no labour bear, no danger face, 

Snug in his cabin, some calm lonely place ; 

Doubtless must thwart his Maker's gracious plan, 

And forfeit the true character of Man. 

Man must be social ; but if man be wise, 
Among the cares which every day supplies, 
Time will be oft to contemplation given, 
To think on sacred themes, and most on heaven ; 
For such blest moments fit the head and heart 
To act on life's rude stage the allotted part. 
O, love the hour of thought, the serious hour, 
When the calm soul exerts her highest power : 
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Learns holy lessons, renovates her might, 
And buckles on her armour for the fight ; 
Considers wisely what to seek and shun, 
And how the Christian race may best be run. 
This habit formed, then be it on the breast 
Most deeply and indelibly impressed, — 
Duty is action : man in fit employ 
Finds a large portion of his solid joy. 
The man who in the shades an idler stands, 
With vacant countenance and folded hands, 
Is but a fruitless branch upon the tree, 
A superfluity we would not see. 

Then let me, Albion ! view the neighbouring plain, 
Where smiling peace, and mild contentment reign ; 
For there my roving eye a village greets, 
Whose humble dwellings form some straggling streets. 
Far from the fervid bustle of the town, 
Where busy hundreds hasten up and down, 
It gives me all the solitude I prize, 
And yet a sphere for action well supplies, 
There I may see the human face divine, 
Hear duty's call, and bid the virtues shine ; 
Live for myself, and yet for others live, 
Largely participate, and largely give. 

With willing heart, all human ills forgot, 
I sing the beauties of that favoured spot : 
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Here from the bosom of this rising hill, 
While all in evening's sweetest smile is still, 
I view the village, in whose windows play 
The dazzling splendour of declining day ; 
Where, pride and modish frippery unknown, 
British Simplicity still claims a throne ; 
And every peasant, honest but not bold, 
May yet remind us of the days of old! 

See there the Church, the venerable place, 
Where many weekly hear the words of grace, 
The modest structure, built in former days, 
Few marks of taste and elegance displays : 
No gothic arch or painted window there ; 
A single bell proclaims the hour of prayer. 
The pews are plain, composed of forest wood, 
With here and there some carving rather rude ; 
Yet all is grave, and in the heart inspires 
A strong remembrance of our good old sires. 
Although no pomp, no curious art be shown, 
It has a softened grandeur all its own ; 
And calm reflection in the mind supplies 
Whate'er is wanting to delight the eyes, 
As it suggests — this is the house of God, 
And this the aisle on which our fathers trod. 

With pensive heart the village Churchyard vii 
Where meets our sight a solitary yew, 
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Which gives us proof that on some stated day 
To deck the Church its houghs are torn away ; 
And there some pines with scanty tops appear, 
Whose stature speaks the growth of many a year. 
Plain head-stones, new and old, a tale disclose 
Of many who in silence there repose ; 
But gilded angels some perchance adorn, 
And some the trumpet of the final morn. 
Oft too on these we find an humble rhyme, 
That bids us rightly note the flight of time, 
And with becoming thought, and ceaseless care, 
For our departure from the world prepare ; 
Which oft the peasant reads, and heaves a sigh, 
To think that he himself ere long must die. 

Where shines the sun more soft at evening hour, 
Or roseate morn, than on the village tower, 
Which, in its native majesty serene, 
Appears to smile on all the rural scene ? 
Where rests the eye more pleased than on that spot, 
Where, all the joys and cares of life forgot, 
The banner of the Cross is oft unfurled, 
And faith looks upward to a better world ? 
How lovely is it on a Sabbath day, 
To see the village crowd their homage pay, 
In that blest fane, to heaven's Eternal King, 
Implore His mercy, and His praises sing ; 
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And hear that word which speaks of sins forgiven, 
And shows the path that leads them on to heaven ! 

But view that dwelling, on whose walls repose 
The pomp and beauty of the climbing rose. 
There see the grass-plot newly mown and neat ; 
The path of gravel, level to the feet ; 
The spreading lime-tree, and the shady bower ; 
The tender shrubs, and many a fragrant flower : 
To him that passes by they all declare, 
That taste and order must be valued there. 
It is the village pastor's fair abode, 
The faithful servant of the living God. 
Truth his delight, the weal of all his aim, 
He spreads the triumphs of the Saviour's name ; 
Conducts his flock, and keeps them in the way 
That leads them to the climes of endless day. 
He teaches, warns, encourages, and guides, 
And as a shepherd o'er his charge presides ; 
Rebukes the fro ward, comforts all the meek, 
Reclaims the wanderer, animates the weak ; 
With solemn warnings oft alarms the wrong, 
And strives in wisdom to build up the strong. 
Each from his lips, for known by him is each, 
Has ample proof how skilled he is to teach ; 
His words adapted to the waiting heart, 
With all a fathers's care and teacher's art. 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 

His own affections set on things above, 

And feeling for his flock the warmest love, 

He fain would see them thoughtful, good, and wii 

Dead to the world, and living for the skies. 

He wants no luxury, or pomp, or fame ; 

But, fanning in his breast a sacred flame, 

He sees, and strongly feels, as moments roll, 

His prize, his trophy, is the humbled soul. 

O, views he now the tears of sorrow flow ? 

Or now the mourner to emerge from woe, 

Embrace the promise, feel a peace divine, 

Strong to believe, and joyful to resign ? 

Sees he the Christian, strong in heavenly might, 

Proceed victorious as the child of light ? 

His heart rejoices ; and in grateful words 

He renders praises to the Lord of lords, 

Who prospers thus his labours, and who sees 

The fruits of his redeeming grace in these. 

O happy villagers ! your blessings know, 

And wisely use them while you live below ; 

With grateful hearts your pious pastor view, 

And pray for him, who often prays for you. 

But, lo, that nobler mansion on the plain 
Arrests my notice, and demands the strain. 
There the good Squire, to all around endeared, 
Loved as a father, as a king revered, 
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That sceptre holds his father held before, 

Blest with the spirit of the days of yore. 

There all is noble, elegant, and neat, 

And majesty and charm in union meet. 

The spacious lawn the eye delighted sees, 

The winding avenue, and lofty trees ; 

And here and there a giant oak appears, 

A lonely monarch through revolving years ; 

Or various trees in clustered form unite 

To deck the grounds, and gratify the sight. 

The owner, faithful to his British heart, 

Is solely bent to act the patriot part. 

Loathing the temper of these giddy times, 

Toys, arts, and maxims brought from foreign climes, 

He studies with close thought the British mould, 

In which true Englishmen were cast of old. 

He scorns to vex his tenantry for rent, 

To be in distant lands profusely spent ; 

Or to be squandered, where the furies frown, 

And hungry harpies, in the Hells of Town. 

He scorns assemblies, cockpit, race, and ball ; 

No work of folly e'er pollutes his hall : 

Nor needs he learn that evil art — to roam, 

And patch up fortunes he impairs at home. 

Though bland is Italy, and France is fair, 

Fond of the British fields and British air, 
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He loves the surly clime that gave him birth, 
And names it, patriot-like, the first on earth. 
He is not rich that he alone may shine ; 
The good of all is made his great design. 
He thinks not man is born for pleasure here, 
But to perform the duties of his sphere. 
Prudent, munificent, sedate, and kind, 
Skilled in right conduct purest joy to find ; 
Wise to discover, and alive to feel, 
And prompt to act with diligence and zeal ; 
All with consenting voice in him commend 
The bright example and the common friend ; 
And love to see him in his prosperous state, 
In rank exalted, and by goodness great. 

The English Squire ; — I love to speak the name 
That kindles in my heart an ardent flame ; 
For English grandeur rises to my view, 
The solid worth which our forefathers knew. 
The wise and firm, the gentle and the kind, 
With governed passions, and a noble mind ; 
High honour in his soul, his manners bland, 
Warmth in his heart, and bounty in his hand ; 
Humble and dignified, not proud and vain ; 
Wisely reserved, yet affable and plain ; 
Like the fine oak, the monarch of the fields, 
Which awe inspires, yet grateful shelter yields, 
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% Men see him with delight, and yet revere, 
And high esteem is joined with love sincere. 

Twice on the Sunday he in church adores 
The great Jehovah, and his grace implores ; 
Twice daily in his hall each inmate shares 
The many blessings of domestic prayers. 
Whatever burdens press upon the heart, 
He strives to act to all a friendly part : 
Is one with doubts, is one with want oppressed ? 
Each seeks his door, and has his ills redressed : 
Each from his bounty as he needs receives, 
The one he counsels, and the one relieves, 
Truth on his lips, love beaming in his looks, 
He warns, directs, encourages, rebukes. 
His aims and motives rightly understood, 
The profligate are awed, confirmed the good ; 
And he creates around a moral tone, 
In circles not so blest a thing unknown. 

His heart, his influence, his ample store, 
Promoting good, he wants and seeks no more. 
Enough for him of eulogy and fame, 
That all around heap blessings on his name ; 
That truth and virtue, order, joy, and peace, 
By his example and his plans increase ; 
That every talent by the Donor lent 
Is carefully improved, and not mispent. 
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How great and noble, though the gay despise, 
The man whose choice is just, whose ways are wise 
Celestial virtues now his coarse adorn, 
Fair as the sunbeams of a summer morn ; 
And he shall shine the happy and the bright, 
When the vain sons of pride are sank in night. 

Yon modest building is the village school, 
Where village children know a master's rule. 
He, wise and good, yet gentle, firm, and kind, 
Deals out his knowledge to the tender mind ; 
And fain would he with all his skill impart 
Some sacred lesson to improve the heart. 
He cheers the timid, and the idle chides : 
With fond regard the young inquirer guides : 
Loath to correct, and eager to commend, 
In him is found the teacher and the friend, 
They spell and read, they cipher and they write, 
And view a map with wonder and delight. 
Such humble studies forming his employ, 
He views their progress with a heartfelt joy ; 
And loves to hear at times the parents say, 
Their giddy lads get forward every day. 
With him his pupils, happy lot ! explore 
Full many a page of high and holy lore : 
He with plain thought explains the page they read, 
And tells its uses in the hour of need. 
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To keep their feet from every evil way, 

To give them comfort in a cloudy day, 

To make them happy here, and good and hlest, 

And guide them safely to the world of rest. 

He forms their manners, hids them not neglect 

To those above them tokens of respect ; 

Hence with hats off, and pausing in their play, 

They oft pronounce — Good morning — or, Good day, 

" Fear God," he says, " His hallowed house frequent, 

" Nor ever let the Sabbath be mispent : 

" Love your kind parents, e'en as they love you ; 

" Honour the king with reverence meet and due : 

" All evil company with care avoid, 

" Which has its thousands injured or destroyed : 

" Your Bible study, meditate, obey ; 

" Pray every morning, every evening pray." 

Thus oft he speaks, a plain and wholesome strain ; 

Nor has the good man laboured there in vain ; 

For many live, the tillers of the soil, 

Who bless him now for all his former toil, 

When they, too heedless, chiefly thought of play, 

And heard impatient what he chose to say : 

But the seed scattered in those early years 

Took a firm hold, and now the fruit appears. 

But view the Sign that swings from yonder tree, 
With rude device each traveller may see ; 
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George and the Dragon, or perhaps the Plough, 

Raven, or Harrow, or the Barley -mow : 

To him who journeys on the road it shows 

Where he may find refreshment and repose. 

Ah, true it is in these degenerate days, 

The tavern has our censure, not our praise ; 

For there the giddy sons of riot meet, 

And spread wild uproar through the neighbouring street, 

But here my busy fancy loves to paint 

A house that gives no reason for complaint. 

Clean and well-ordered, modest Temperance there 

Maintains her empire by the landlord's care. 

There stands a stable where the beast may rest, 

With hay or oats before him of the best. 

But enter in ; the transient guest shall find 

Whate'er may well content an humble mind. 

A brick-floored parlour first his eyes may greet, 

A well-scoured table, and a fire-place neat. 

Some homely pictures decorate the walls ; 

Some monitory verse to wisdom calls ; 

Here is a moral maxim, quaint but sage, 

Or there a text from Inspiration's page. 

But at the door a ruddy damsel stands, 

To hear directions, and obey commands ; 

Or curtseying there the hostess may appear, 

To make apologies, or praise her cheer, 

f 2 
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Attention and alertness well displayed, 

A white coarse cloth is on the table laid ; 

And if no more be there, there's bread and cheese, 

And home-brewed ale which might a noble please. 

At times the farmers there each other hail, 
The humble senate of the lowly vale, 
On business met, and that of high intent, 
To know what sums are raised, and what are spent ; 
What yet is wanting, how to fix the ley, 
And rightly settle what they have to pay. 
One social glass to drink each other's health, 
To add a trifle to the landlord's wealth, 
Is ordered, and no more : no oath is heard, 
No rude debate, no harsh or angry word. 
With moderate talk of markets and of times, 
Of generous actions, or enormous crimes, 
They pass an hour ; then, calm in mind and heart, 
With true good-nature to their homes depart. 

Not there is ever found the clamorous throng, 
That deal in midnight revelry and song : 
Not there the Sunday lounger finds a chair, 
To quaff his goblets in the hours of prayer : 
Not on that floor the thriftless poor shall tread, 
And spend in drink what should be spent in bread ; 
Not one can say — Behold the house that fills 
The houses all around with numerous ills ! 
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The virtuous host to virtue stands a friend ; 
All own his worth, and him with zeal commend ; 
For he, not fired by sordid love of gain, 
Stands forth the first profuseness to restrain ; * 
And scorns, to virtue true, in honour nice, 
To gather riches by the spread of vice. 

Humble the keeper of a village inn, 
Yet he may truest, highest honour win, 
And virtues show that bards would fain rehearse 
In lofty numbers of resounding verse. 
His dwelling, the abode of peace and rest, 
Is not with guilt's appalling stains impressed :* 
Truth's holy herald, as he passes by, 
Beholds it, and he may, without a sigh ; 
Not doomed to mourn that there the vices reign, 
And render much of all his labour vain. 
No pining wife e'er sighs before her hearth, 
Because her husband riots there in mirth. 
Commend the host who thus his house controls, 
And deals to none intoxicating bowls ; 
Who, wise to think, benevolent to feel, 
Wounds not the public for his private weal. 

View yonder fields that make a lovely farm, 
With well-kept hedges fenced from every harm ; 
There are the corn-fields, there the meads of hay : 
The kine o'er yon fair pasture love to stray. 
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There prancing colts are seen ; there healthy steers ; 

There bleating sheep, secure from foes and fears. 

But the good farmer's dwelling now behold, 

The barn close by, the stable, and the fold : 

See there, the produce of the fertile land, 

The well-thatched stacks of corn in order stand : 

Neat and compact, all wears a cheerful air. 

And shows the master's diligence and care. 

But there he stands, and views his loved domain, 

A man robust in make, in manners plain ; 

A British farmer with true British heart, 

Honest and faithful, free from guile and art. 

His is the bloom of health ; his hardy form 

But little heeds the snow or driving storm. 

He oft with joyous voice is heard to claim 

A vigorous arm, and seldom-ailing frame, 

His hand is hard with toil, and on his face 

The might of sun and wind we plainly trace ; 

But on that face, though we but little find 

That speaks the vivid energy of mind, 

Smiling good-nature dwells, expression clear 

Of warmth and kindness, hearty and sincere. 

Prudent and careful, anxious to obtain, 

Good herds of cattle, and good crops of grain, 

He plans, he labours, issues his commands, 

Attends the markets, and inspects his lands ; 
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Most glad, as roll the seasons of the year, 

To see the fruits of industry appear. 

Tis true that he no elegance displays ; 

No skill has he to use a polished phrase ; 

Yet acting, speaking, with a modest ease, 

His kindness charms us, and his blunders please ; 

Friendly to all, considerate, humane, 

The poor man asks his aid, nor asks in vain. 

By him no modern sophistry is known, 

And jarring politics he lets alone. 

Is there a weekly paper in his hand ? 

He only wants to know how markets stand. 

Not versed the lore of giddy days to spell, 

He wishes both his King and Country well. 

He loves his Church ; nor is he formal there ; 

Joy tunes his praise, and fervour warms his prayer 

And when on some great themes his pastor speaks, 

The tears steal gently down his sun-burnt cheeks. 

The good plain man his earthly bread secures, 

And that which to eternal life endures. 

Oft in his house is read the holy word, 

And daily there the voice of prayer is heard. 

Although no contemplations large, refined, 

Expand, enliven, elevate his mind, 

Yet good, sound principles prevail within, 

The love of holiness, and hate of sin, 
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And in his humble station much he knows 
Of tranquil happiness and true repose. 

The lowly dwellings of the poor survey, 
Modest and neat, although nor bright nor gay. 
Though profit is consulted more than sight, 
The poor man's garden may afford delight. 
The greater part is stored with useful roots ; 
But there are trees well loaded with their fruits, 
Which oft he looks upon with eye intent, 
And hopes that these in part will pay his rent. 
But turn, and see the crowded flower-knot, 
A gay and brilliant, though not tasteful spot. 
Around its edges thrift or daises run : 
There stands the flower that gazes on the sun : 
There gaudy tulips make a splendid show ; 
There stocks, and pinks, and gilliflowers blow. 
In yonder corner clustered hollyhocks shine ; 
Here grow some lupins, there a columbine. 
Here lavender is seen, with azure bloom, 
Much loved and valued for its sweet perfume : 
And here is sage, in name and nature good, 
Hyssop, gay marigolds, and southernwood. 
These and far more, but not in order due, 
In healthy stature stand before the view ; 
And as they bloom, and spread around, and rise, 
The peasant views them with delighted eyes. 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 

But yonder spot a different scene unfolds, 

Where various herbs the curious eye beholds : 

For mint, and marjoram, and balm are there, 

All held to be of virtue good and rare ; 

With fragrant thyme, and rosemary, and rue, 

And wormwood, and strong-scented feverfew, 

And periwinkle, clad in deepest green ; 

And camomile is in abundance seen. 

The peasant's wife rejoices oft to tell 

How in those herbs the healing virtues dwell ; 

A soothing might to mitigate our pains, 

In colds, scalds, fever, bruises, wounds, and sprains 

How they, if truth may be declared, avail 

To cure and comfort, e'en when doctors fail. 

But most of all the peasant loves the rose, 

Whose opening buds and graceful leaves compose 

His nosegay, destined on a Sunday morn 

To leave its station, and his coat adorn. 

The lovely bush is close beside his door, 

That opens to a clean and level floor, 

Where chairs and tables are in order placed ; 

And the white walls are with some pictures graced ; 

Perhaps of Him who for our ransom died, 

Of him who in sad hour his Lord denied, 

Of some great saints or martyrs, men thrice-blest, 

Who wake strong feelings in the peasant's breast ; 
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For he regards them as those men of yore, 
The like to whom the world shall see no more. 
A few good books are ranged upon the shelf, 
In which the rustic oft instructs himself; s 
And there is first the holy Book of God ; 
Then that which tells the way the Pilgrim trod ; 
Some work of Baxter, Allein, Watts, or Venn ; 
Some tracts bound up, the works of pious men : 
And stains and tattered covers well declare 
That they for use, and not for show, are there ; 
For oft the peasant loves to read a page, 
And thus his mind in solemn themes engage. 

With calm delight I view the peasant's cot, 
And him, contented with his modest lot. 
Each morn he leaves his home, but not before 
He Him adores whom all the good adore ; 
Pursues his toil all day with cheerful heart, 
And acts the diligent and faithful part : 
Mild evening comes at length, and he returns 
To his own hearth, where bright the fagot burns, 
Welcomed by her who supper soon prepares, 
And by each child who then that supper shares. 
A sacred page of Inspiration read, 
He meekly prays, and then retires to bed : 
And sinks in slumber till the rosy morn 
Shall eastern skies with crimson clouds adorn. 
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Thus six days pass ; the seventh day he hails 
With lively joy ; for then he never fails, 
Mindful of things that shall not pass away, 
To worship in his Church ; to praise and pray ; 
To hear of Jesu's love, of heaven sublime, 
Of life and joy beyond the bounds of time ; 
To learn blest lessons on the life of faith, 
And see with eager view that narrow path 
That leads him onward to the bright abode, 
Mansions of bliss, the city of our God. 
O welcome pause in labour ! day thrice-blest ! 
The pledge and prelude of eternal rest ! 
O happy peasant ! envy not the great 
Their wealth and luxury, their pomp and state. 
No varied views are thine, no curious skill ; 
Expert to ply the loom, the field to till ; 
Yet, in thy soul the light and life divine, 
The true substantial happiness is thine. 

But cease thy flight, fond Fancy ! cease thy toil 
Vain is the dream a waking hour must spoil. 
Alas, my Country ! on a faithful view, 
Of villages like this thou hast but few. 
Yet the fair picture would not be a dream, 
If men with firmness went against the stream ; 
If true to principle, to reason true, 
They trod their path with brighter worlds in view. 
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O, did they listen to the Truth divine ! 
Then would our land in moral glory shine ; 
In moral charm, the purest, brightest, best, 
And all would feel themselves supremely blest. 

All-healing Fountain ! whence those waters flow 
That give us health and true delight below ; 
Divine Religion ; thee I gladly hail, 
And thee extol till life itself shall fail ! 
Firm to maintain — the wisdom from above, 
And only this, will human ills remove : 
This light and life and strength imparts ; and this 
Leads us through paths of peace to realms of bliss. 
In every period of our mortal course, 
In every circumstance, how blest its force ! 
Our light in darkness, and our peace in strife, 
Our joy in sorrow, and in death our life. 

When youth and ardour prompt our brilliant dreams, 
And fancy riots in delusive schemes, 
Man needs a lamp to guide him on his way, 
And curb to check him, lest he rove astray. 
In life's fair morn, ere clouds obscure the sun, 
When slumbering Reason has no trophy won ; 
Ere yet is felt the sobering weight of care, 
And Inexperience thinks not of a snare ; 
With buoyant spirits we alert portray 
The joy and rapture of the coming day. 
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Calm Age promulges then its lore in vain. 
Wisdom is deemed a melancholy strain ; 
Sprightly companions win the willing ear, 
And Folly urges to a wild career. 
Ah, many a rose, a sweetly opening flower, 
That promised soon to decorate the bower, 
Marred by the mildew, shattered by the storm, 
Is seen a blighted and a withering form. 
Ah, many a youth, the lovely and the mild, 
The faithful brother and the duteous child, 
Blighted and blasted in his early day, 
In ruin fades, to vice a mournful prey. 
O, here confess Religion's hallowed might ; 
For all her sons in righteous ways delight. 
She made in tender years their fullest choice, 
They feel her power, and in her might rejoice. 
As lovely plants bathed in celestial dew, 
They shine in splendour ever fresh and new. 
Happy the young, who think and read and pray, 
Who wisdom hear, and her commands obey ! 
For such shall shine in virtue's radiant light, 
As years revolve more beautiful and bright. 

How sweet is youth, the May-day of our life, 
Free from ambition, envy, care, and strife ! 
But, ah, no might arrests the speed of time, 
And soon we pass beyond the bloom of prime ; 
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And stand erect in manhood's vigorous powers ; 
But labour, care, and sorrow then are ours. 
Experience soon our early dreams shall spoil, 
As life is found vicissitude and toil. 
The oppressive burden daily doomed to bear, 
To drink of Sorrow's cup the allotted share, 
The cheating world would then engross the heart, 
And make us heedless of the better part. 
Our object wealth and eminence to gain, 
We form our plans, our labours we sustain, 
The first and cherished thought too often this — 
Prosperity involves the sum of bliss. 

O tell me, sages, what enables man, 
True to the social and the moral plan, 
To thread the tangled maze of earth's affairs, 
To form his purposes, pursue his cares, 
And yet on vigorous pinion nobly rise, 
Lay up immortal treasures in the skies, 
And, the straight path of genuine virtue trod, 
Make all his life a steadfast walk with God ? 
There have been men, (and yet such men there are, 
Although we may confess them far too rare,) 
Who rose superior to the incumbent weight, 
The toil and trouble of this mortal state, 
And in the wearying path of business shone 
In all the moral charm by Christians known. 
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Here we behold Religion's sacred force, 
That shapes and regulates our mortal course ; 
That, while the hand must deal with mortal things, 
Strengthens and purifies the inward springs, 
And, human schemes and labours our employ, 
Fills the blest bosom with unfailing joy. 
Prudent, we give the world attention due ; 
Pious, we keep a better world in view. 
Though oft at earth's preponderance we grieve, 
Yet for eternal realms we wisely live, 
And in the tranquil and the stormy day 
With steps undevious tread the narrow way. 
So the rich vessel on the ocean sails, 
Spreads her full canvass to the breathing gales ; 
When winds arise, and billows wildly roll, 
And clouds and darkness veil the starry pole, 
She nobly, calmly midst the tumult rides, 
Smiles at the storm, and mocks the raging tides ; 
And while gay barks become their ruthless sport, 
In gallant style she enters into port. 

Life's fervid noon sustained, the evening sun 
Reminds us that our course is nearly run. 
Our Maker kindly, (to admonish all 
That man is mortal, that the tent must fall ;) 
First shakes the curtain, or a pin removes, 
Or slacks the cords ; and man his frailty proves. 
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His eyes grow dim ; the tottering pillars weak, 

His voice in feeble treble learns to speak. 

No strength remains for all his past employ ; 

No appetite is felt for former joy. 

The vital stream flows slowly in his veins ; 

Night brings its troubled dreams, and day its pains. 

Far from the scene of bustle and of care 

Should age withdraw ; (for age has ills to bear ;) 

Review the days that are for ever past, 

Or pensively anticipate the last ; 

And in the serious task the whisper hear, 

That now the end of life's brief term is near. 

But in this serious portion of our day, 

When earth recedes, and all our powers decay ; 

When schemes and cares engage us here no more, 

And we must shortly quit this mortal shore, 

Say, what can then the anxious spirit cheer, 

Inspire with hope, and banish every fear ? 

'Tis here Religion, who restrained our youth, 
Who formed our manhood by the laws of truth, 
The sweetest, purest consolation brings, 
The living waters from celestial springs, 
To bless her true disciple in the day 
When strength and beauty fade alike away. 
She sheds a light upon his wintry hours, 
Gives life and energy to all his powers, 
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Diffuses glory, gentle and serene, 
Sweet peace, sweet lustre, on the closing scene. 
So shines the sun in western skies afar, 
The crimson clouds around his golden car, 
With richest splendour on the mountain's brow, 
Gilds the rough rocks and flowery vales below ; 
And Contemplation's studious, pensive child, 
Hails the pure beauty there, so fair and mild, 
And, pleased the lovely vision to survey, 
Sees now the sweetest portion of the day. [charm J 
How welcome prosperous hours! how bright their 
And yet these prosperous hours oft work our harm. 
When life's fair stream in one smooth current glides, 
And gentle breezes curl the rippling tides ; 
When Pleasure woos us with her syren-voice, 
And Hope and Transport bid the heart rejoice ; 
How prone are we, perverse, to rove astray, 
The proud and heedless, the alert and gay ; 
Prone to forget the last and silent home, 
Our present duties, and the world to come ! 
What will preserve us ? What bid wisdom reign, 
Our passions curb, and all their rage restrain ? 
Teach us to pause, to meditate, to pray, 
And keep our footsteps in the narrow way, 
To God, to reason, and to conscience true, 
This world renounced, the future kept in view ? 
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Thine is, Religion, thine alone, the might : 

E'en purple kings, rejoicing in thy light, 

Have scorned the pomp of earth, and sought a throne 

And robe, more bright and glorious than their own. 

But life abounds with trials, change, and care, 
And all of woman born have ills to share. 
Oft clouds and storms produce a troubled day ; 
Oft sharpest thorns will spring up in our way. 
Some, as revolves the ever-turning wheel, 
Disastrous changes in their fortunes feel ; 
Sink from the dazzling height of pomp and pride, 
Henceforth in shades their penury to hide. 
Some, long united with warm social heart, 
Are from each other rudely torn apart, 
And realms are spread, and oceans rolls between 
Those who were late in strictest union seen. 
Some on the couch of weakness and of pain 
Seek for relief, but seek relief in vain : 
In midnight gloom long for the dawn of light ; 
When morn appears, desire the shades of night. 
Some, with a feeble and emaciate form, 
Unsheltered, feel the pelting of the storm. 
See there in sable weeds the widow dressed, 
The weight of sorrow heavy on her breast ; 
No whispered accents her lorn spirit cheer, 
But sigh succeeds to sigh, and tear to tear. 
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The orphan there laments in grief unknown, 

An unsupported branch, left all alone : 

He dreads, with no one to assert his right, 

The frown of cruelty, the rod of might : 

The world's wide scene, to others bright and gay, 

Stretched out in prospect, fills him with dismay. 

But who shall all these sorrowing bosoms calm ? 
Who whisper peace, and shed a healing balm ; 
Bid happy thoughts their minds e'en yet employ, 
And put upon their lips the song of joy ? 
Religion brightens e'en the sorrowing eye, 
Wipes off the tear, represses every sigh, 
And bids the lonely Child of suffering know 
Celestial comfort in the day of woe ; 
Yea, bids him gather, walking in the shade, 
Those fragrant blossoms that will never fade. 

All have their part assigned of trouble here ; 
A sphere of trial is the mortal sphere, 
God oft chastises, scourges oft his own, 
As a wise father disciplines his son ; 
Not in displeasure, but in tender love, 
To train their spirits for the world above ; 
To free them more from passion's baneful sway, 
Resigned in will, and happy to obey ; 
By trial weaned from all beneath the skies ; 
In aspiration higher still to rise ; 
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To feel while mortals love's seraphic glow, 
And shine in heavenly virtues while below. 

See the Refiner dexterous art employ, 
To free the silver from its base alloy r 
The kindled fire imparts its clearest glow, 
And quickly bids the yielding metal flow ; 
He by the fining pot maintains his seat, 
Eyes the bright mass, and regulates the heat r 
The grosser parts, which yet its worth impair* 
Haste to the surface, or disperse in air. 
The brightening fluid he delighted views, 
Still plies his task, the process still renews, 
Till there his own reflected image shines 
In liquid lustre, and in clearest lines. 

Thus, Child of sorrow ! in Affliction see 
Thy Saviour, the Refiner, sits by thee. , 
For kindest purpose He thy ills ordains, 
Measures thy trials, and allots thy pains. 
Steadfast in faith, indulge no weak alarm, 
For He thy good consults, and not thy harm. 
He knows thy anguish, notes thy every sigh, 
Counts every tear, and listens to thy cry ; 
Watches the process, sees the dross depart. 
And thee, refined, become more pure in heart. 
He tries, He watches, 'till His eye shall trace 
The lines in thee and lineaments of grace ; 
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Till His own virtues on thy soul appear, 
In splendour beaming, well defined and clear. 
When in the furnace thou art rendered bright, 
Spotless, approved, and pleasing in His sight, 
No more will He the painful hour prolong, 
But change thy plaintive moan to cheerful song. 

Oft stern Calamity's relentless might 
Flings o'er the splendid noon the shades of night. 
Thus Rothsay leaves in gallant trim the port, 
While the light breezes with her streamers sport. 
Melodious music wakes her lively voice ; 
The grave are pleased, and all the gay rejoice. 
But winds arise, the troubled waves run high, 
And dark forebodings prompt the secret sigh. 
Still swell the billows of the ruthless sea, 
And all is anguish where so late was glee. 
Darkness prevails, the swelling surges roll, 
And Danger stands before the shrinking soul. 
No help, no hope : the shriek, the cry, the prayer 
In agonizing sounds are mingled there 
In that sad hour. Ah, still roll high the waves, 
And sweep off many to their watery graves ; 
And only few of all that numerous band 
Shall plant their feet in safety on the land. 
But who are those, in that dismaying scene, 
So undisturbed, so patient and serene, 
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The feeling heart upon the face portrayed, 

Yet calmest magnanimity displayed ? 

O blest Religion ! in that hour of woe 

Did thy true sons thy consolations know. 

What was thy peace, O Foster ! Selwin ! thine ? 

How did such spirits in that night resign 

To God's high will, and utter no complaint, 

No feelings known but feelings of the saint, ' 

And meekly look to that eternal shore 

Where no winds rage, and where no billows roar ! 

O, in that trying, in that mournful hour, 

In woman's heart was seen Religion's power ; 

For she above herself, her weakness rose, 

To genuine fortitude and true repose ; 

Hushed every murmur, banished every fear, 

Viewed the wild scene, and scarcely dropped a tear ; 

Prepared to sink in death, prepared to rise 

From that dread storm to fair and peaceful skies. 

But, oh, the final hour awaits us all ; 
Nobles and kings as well as peasants fall. 
The rich, the great, the elegant, the wise 
In death's deep slumber soon shall close their eyes ; 
Relinquish all that glads the heart below, 
Pleasure's sweet cup, and Pomp's resplendent show. 
But who unmoved anticipate the strife, 
Undaunted view the boundaries of life, 
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When eyes shall fade, when^very power shall fell, 

And Sorrow fling around her mournful veil ? 

A happy exit is not theirs who spend 

Their days forgetful of their latter end : 

They shrink, they tremble ; for the dread unknown 

Is close at hand, no ray of light their own. 

Strangers to Jesus and the might of prayer, 

The whirlwind drives them, and they know not where. 

But, lo, sweet peace adorns the good man's end, 

The Cross his confidence, and God his friend. 

He feels, as all things fail, supporting might, 

And beams from heaven illume the shades of .night. 

He lays, serene in faith, his burden down, 

And looks with transport to the unfading crown. 

He calmly finishes his term of days 

In meek humility and grateful praise, 

Whispering, as death shall life's frail thread dissever, 

" I lived to die, and die to live for ever." 

Thus, in the silence of my shady bower, 
I meditate Religion's hallowed power ; 
And sing her Influence in an artless lay, 
Healthful and sound, though not the bright and gay . 
O view the lovely village on the plain ! 
O view the heart in which the graces reign ! 
Then own that bliss and excellence are there, 
Bliss the most true, and excellence most fair. 
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Alas, my Country ! slightest thou the might 
Of sacred lore, its blessings and its light ? 
Canst thou, deluded, choose a meteor's rays, 
And turn away from Truth's refulgent blaze ? 
Shall , blest Religion be perversely scorned, 
Whose heavenly charms thy children once adorned*— 
Those charms that shine upon the historic page, 
The boast and glory of a former age ? 
Art thou, though dangers threaten thee, secure, 
As if thy pride could make thy pomp endure ? . 
Shall now thy glory fade, thy shame begin, 
And deadly sophistry the triumph win ? 
Wilt thou persist in giddiness and play, 
While fell diseases on thy vitals prey ? 
Wilt thou, presuming on a hectic blush, 
Despise thy cure, and to destruction rush ? 

But, Albion ! hear ; thou wilt not prosper more . 
Till thou abjure all wild, unholy lore ; 
To Truth return, to reason, common sense, 
And place thy full repose in Providence ; 
Till thou, reflecting on thy conduct, pause, 
And weigh the merits of the noblest cause ; 
And thus become the humble, pure, and wise, 
Revered by earth, and favoured by the skies. 
I know that smiling Folly bids thee sip : 
Indignant, , fling her chalice from thy lip ; 
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Lest thou confess, lamenting o'er thy fall, 
That her seducing draught was deadly gall. 
Of poisoned waters thou hast largely drunk, 
Impaired thy health, and from thy grandeur sunk 
Tarnished thy glory, and incurred much blame, 
But too unmindful of thy honoured name. 
Think of thy folly, and thy crimes deplore ; 
Think of thy blessings, and offend no more. 

. What see I now, all lovely to my sight ? 
The days of peace, the triumph of the light. 
Bright is the -;lory, and the sky serene, 
And life and beauty deck the joyful scene. 
Truth sheds around her vivifying rays ! 
All stand exulting in the noontide blaze : 
I see the great and mighty of the land 
Throng to her courts, and in her temples stand. 
The great Jehovah meekly they adore, 
Hear His pure word, and all His gifts implore ; 
In rapture praise, with humble spirit pray. 
Their wish to be — the Children of the day. 
The senator, and sage, and tuneful bard 
One glorious cause with equal love regard : 
And men in private life of wisdom talk, 
While her fair virtues crown their daily walk. 
These happy days, when Britons shall be wise, 
Before my sight in splendid prospect rise. 
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Thy children, O my Country, yet shall see 
Truth, order, happiness abound in thee ; 
And they, in every vale, in every bower, 
Shall joyfully proclaim Religion's power ; 
Rejoice on thy fair fields, the good and blest, 
Their teacher Wisdom, and their God their rest. 



END OF BOOK II. 
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BOOK III. 

Could I, my Harp, attune each trembling string 
To airy notes, and sing as thousands sing : 
Select a fiction, some heart-thrilling theme, 
And deck with brightest colours fancy's dream ; 
Critics might spare, and readers would admire, 
And hail another master of the lyre. 
But such a page as this in polished days ! 
Censure awaits it: few will dare to praise. 

" Of toil and paper what a useless waste ! 
" How little suited to the public taste ! 
" A work like this, from glaring fault exempt, 
" Raises the writer just above contempt ; 
" It just confers an author's sounding name, 
" Without his credit, honour, rank, and fame. 
" If in these days you wish your book to sell, 
" Flatter, and polish, and do all things well. 
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" Nothing in this fastidious age will hit 

" But flaming genius, and most piquant wit. 

4 * The forced, the smart, the elegant, the new — 

u All else is quickly banished from the view. 

" Plain classic pages, though replete with sense, 

" To general suffrage now have no pretence. 

" These different times demand a different style, 

" Or readers loathe the book, perhaps revile ; 

" Or worst of all, it ne'er arrests an eye, 

" But decks the window for a passer by. 

" Shine as a phoenix, or contented live 

" With all the joys obscurity may give." 

Thus Crito speaks, and sends the package down 

By the first coach that rattles through the Town. 

Ah, libel not my Country ; there are found 
Plain British hearts e'en yet on British ground, 
Who will not scorn a plain and sober lay, 
Decked with no flaring tinsel of the day ; 
Who value manly sense, sedate and clear, 
And find old tunes yet music to their ear. 
Once more, , then, would I wake my artless strain, 
Truth my great theme ; nor can the toil be vain. 
Howe'er perverse the taste of modern times, 
A few will listen to my honest rhymes ; 
Withdraw some moments from the giddy throng, 
And catch the spirit of a serious song : 
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Much rather would I profit one of these 
Than by an idle verse the million please. 

O happy they, who, each revolving hour 
Seek and enjoy Religion's vital power ! 
Who know her virtue in the inmost soul, 
And by her laws their course of life control ? 
From error freed, and passion's direJul sway, 
No more will these the evil heart obey ; 
Nor shall the world enslave them as before, 
To seek its honours, or collect its store. 
Endued with light and life, they see and feel, 
And goodness seek with never-failing zeal ; 
Turning to God with all their heart and soul, 
As turns the trembling magnet to the pole. 
They " Vanity " behold on all impressed; 
Dethrone the former idols of the breast ; 
And the pure ardour of immortal fires 
Warms the glad heart, and fills with high desires. 
They live as- pilgrims, absent from their home, 
Mid ills and sorrows doomed awhile to roam ; 
Alive to this, — the path of wisdom trod, 
Their rest is heaven, and their portion God. 
No more their foes within the bosom reign, 
And bind them with an adamantine chain. 
Calm Reason rules, and with illumined mind, 
And with a heart by heavenly power refined, 
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They contemplate aright the present state, 
And love the true, the noble, and the great ; 
And they are seen, on these dark fields of strife, 
In full fruition of the boon of life. 

An axiom this — in spite of all pretence — 
" But mere existence is a life of sense." 
Name it not life ; it is but breathing here, 
Moving the atoms of a mortal sphere ; 
And man is found an animal machine, 
Pleased only with what may be touched and seen. 
O, is it life to wake, and toil, and sleep ; 
To bustle through the crowd, or slowly creep ; 
To gather wealth ; to shine among the gay ; 
To ply hard tasks, or in amusement play ; 
Here now to fawn, and now to simper there, 
Or move abroad to taste a purer air ? 
True life is his, with all its real joys, 
Who on eternal good his mind employs ; 
Who gives to this preponderance right and due, 
Wise to esteem it, steadfast to pursue ; 
Who, weaned at heart from transitory things, 
Deaf to the airy notes that Folly sings, 
Rises above the dull material stage, 
And seeks the glories of the future age ; 
By faith's keen vision looks within the veil, 
And sees the light and bliss that ne'er shall fail. 
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He cannot mingle with the thoughtless crowd 
In vain amusement, and in laughter loud : 
Yet call not him morose, and stern, and dull ; 
Nor think his cup with bitter waters full. 
Him for her mark let Ridicule select, 
Let Folly treat him with her disrespect ; 
No more can these obstruct him in his way, 
Than darkest clouds the regent of the day ; 
And he shall shine in purest splendour clear, 
Though Hatred persecute, and Mockery jeer. 
But is he wrong to quit what most pursue ; 
To leave the many, and to join the few ? 
Is it perverse to scorn the sweetened bowl 
That pleases taste, but yet destroys the soul ? 
Or is it foolish to renounce a toy, 
That only gives a momentary joy, 
And choose a pearl, a diadem, a robe, 
That shine when Ruin desolates the globe? 
As Reason, Truth, and Conscience bid, he lives ; 
Takes all the bounties which his Maker gives ; 
Subordinates the lower, skilled to prize 
Those most which raise him nearest to the skies : 
And he, though deemed the abject and distressed, 
Is great, is happy, and is truly blest. 
All objects please him ; all in charms appear ; 
And whispering gales are music in his ear. 
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How sweet to him the shelter of the bower ; 

The blooming plant, and every smiling flower ; 

The grove's soft shade, the gay enamelled plain, 

The stream of water hastening to the main ; 

All objects here, the greatest and the least, 

Furnish a guiltless and perpetual feast ; 

For musing on the wonders God hath wrought, 

With grateful feeling and delighted thought, 

He gains a frame of mind, to those unknown 

Who seek for pleasure and for wealth alone, 

That sends him happy to his toil again, 

His post and labour with the sons of men. 

Mistaken thousands deem their shady night 

The blazing glory of meridian light ; 

But he enjoys the true and mental day, 

For Heaven's own sunshine rests upon his way. 

This then is clear, though folly laugh or rail, 

(Great is the truth, and truth shall still prevail ;) 

True life is his, with all its real joys, 

Which neither time, nor change, nor power destroys ; 

The deep, pure bliss on all the just bestowed, 

Bliss in the inmost soul, the life of God. 

With joy we see in richest verdure green 
The stately tree, the beauty of the scene ; 
Bright in the sunshine, nurtured by the dew, 
Fanned by the gale, it spreads its arms in view : 
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In the good soil it strikes its vigorous root, 
Flings round its shade, and bends beneath its fruit ; 
All eyes, well pleased, its noble growth survey, 
So strong and lovely in the beams of day. 
Thus shine the good ; thus plainest proof afford 
That they are here the planting of the Lord : 
And these are they, though pride and mockery scorn, 
Who shall the heavenly paradise adorn. 

Is this poetic dreaming ? fiction wild, 
To please in solitude gay fancy's Child ? 
The weighty theme with serious mind explore, 
And then confess it sound and faithful lore. 
Say, are not all, whate'er their station be, 
Either as thorns, or as that stately tree. 
Be we mere dupes of folly, deaf and blind. 
Each heart a stone, a gloomy cave the mind, 
Yet there exists within a still small voice, 
Which whispers — " wisdom is the proper choice 
And those are found who vanity pursue, 
As much to conscience as to Gpd untrue. 

Say, with what purpose are we here ? To drink 
The dregs of vulgar joy, and meanly sink 
In darkness, vileness, deep and deeper still, 
Led by our appetites and froward will ? 
Is man to live a sordid groveller here, 
As if the mundane were the only sphere ? 

u 
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We are the offspring of the Immortal Sire, 

And in each breast is lodged a spark of fire ; 

A soul immortal, rational, divine, 

To mourn in darkness, or in glory shine ; 

Whose powers would urge us, though impaired sad wea 

Something far better than the world to seek. 

Blest with the splendour of celestial day, 

Declare what reason and what conscience say. 

" Thou art, O man, a soul in dust enshrined, 

" Born to acknowledge the Eternal mind : 

" Conscious of weakness, heavenly aid implore, 

" Then praise with rapture, and with awe adore. 

" O seek the light, the mercy, and the grace, 

" Renounce thy sins, and run the Christian race ; 

" As saints above, do thou on earth obey ; 

" In moral glory shine, a Child of day : 

" See here thy duty, see thy honour here ; 

" All blessedness divine, and joy sincere." 

So speaks to man the voice within the breast, 

And those who hear it and obey are blest ; 

Such too are rational, for they pursue 

What reason loudly bids them keep in view. 

All things they balance in a faithful scale, 

Xnd that prevails which always should prevail. 

All is illusion here, as light as air, 
As fleeting as a meteor's dazzling glare ; 
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And they alone are truly great and wise 
Who lay up treasures in eternal skies ; 
And rich are such, though fade the orb of day, 
And shining systems sink into decay ; 
Their wealth and glory shall survive the spheres, 
And shine their splendour through eternal years. 
Be this a truth laid up in every breast- — 
Who has Religion is of all possessed 
That can ennoble man : who has it not, 
Grasps but a shadow, whatsoe'er his lot ; 
And must be deemed, e'en in the pride of state, 
The poor and low, the mean and desolate, 

Ponder, O man ! nor in thy pride despise 
The all-restoring wisdom of the skies. 
Who scorns the Truth, on earth confusion brings ; 
Inverts the order of the King of kings ; 
Calls evil good, and darkness puts for light, 
And what is plainly wrong pronounces right ; 
Rejects the fount whence healing waters flow, 
And walks in pleasure's paths to realms of woe, 
But is this Reason ? Are her dictates these ? 
" Thine own vain heart alertly seek to please ; 
«' Enjoy the present ; seize the sweet delight ; 
" And banish far the intrusive thought of night. 
" Go, fill the wine-cup, quaff the foaming bowl, 
" Let mirth and gladness cheer thy generous soul : 

h2 
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" Go, join the number of the light and gay, 

" In brisk amusements chase the hours away. 

" Live while thou livest ; never scorn the boon 

" That Pleasure offers in life's genial noon. 

" When years have passed, and Winters hand has shed 

" Some of her snow upon thy aged head, 

" It will be time enough to grow sedate, 

" And muse on man's inevitable fate." 

Reason abhors such lore ; condemns each line : 

Shall it, in Reason's spite, O man, be thine ? 

Awake, consider, and abandon Pride, 

And prejudice, close comrade at her side, 
And learn the lesson, ere thou stand undone — 

" Religion's light and Reason's are but one ; 

" That is effulgent, this is weak and dim, 

" But both proceed from God, and lead to him." 

The line is true, though it no trope adorn, 

Who scorn Religion, Reason also scorn. 
Banish Religion : 'tis what some desire, 

Their bosoms glowing with unholy fire : 

Banish Religion from this earthly scene ; 

Then all is fugitive, degraded, mean. 

Her lamp extinguished, all is deepest gloom, 

Dark as the solemn chambers of the tomb. 

Subvert her altar, and the deadly blow 

Destroys our life, and lays our honour low. 
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Renounce her, and at once we cut the tie 
That forms our union to the kindred sky. 
We madly clip our wings, henceforth to soar, 
And triumph in aerial realms no more. 
Earth then is all ; its vanities prevail ; 
Wealth, honour, pleasure quickly turn the scale ; 
And form, since we reject the better coast. 
The highest good of which we have to boast. 
O what a chaos shall we quickly find ! 
How empty then the exertion of the mind ! 
The Sovereign Good unheeded and unknown, 
Man's spirit loses its immortal tone. 
Perplexed in mazes, in the desert lost, 
By tempests driven, and by billows tost, 
His joys are few, and many are his woes, 
Nor can he find a haven of repose. 
Hell's gloomy banner is again unfurled, 
And pagan horrors fill a mourning world. 
The sage may look around with curious eye, 
The force of philosophic weapons try.; 
The tuneful bard may trill his lively lay, 
In numbers musical, and colours gay ; 
But since they dwell upon material things, 
In vain one reasons, and the other sings. 
As soon shall children with a rush or straw 
Subdue the tiger, and control by law ; 
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As soon shall they, while walking on the shore. 
With their soft whispers silence ocean's roar ; 
As these shall regulate and guide the crowd, 
In passion furious, and in clamour loud. 
Folly and Vice will march with giant stride, 
Despise their arts, and all their toil deride, 
And laugh to see the gay and giddy throng 
Reject alike plilosophy and song. 

Nor mention here the proud deistic lore : 
We model God, and He is God no more. 
He is what He reveals Himself to be ; 
As such receive Him, or in gloom are we. 
No substitute : The Book : and all is light ; 
Or not The Book : and all is tenfold night. 
No substitute : for sure it is not ours, 
Whate'er our ingenuity and powers, 
To bid a taper fling a feeble ray, 
And then in pompous tone pronounce it — day. 
If we presumptuous our creeds devise, 
They may be specious, but they must be lies. 
If we the God our fancies frame adore, 
We are as pagans in the days of yore. 
With Revelation Truth must stand or fall ; 
That is our guide, or we have none at all. 
Though we may brightly fancy, proudly think* 
To gross materialists we quickly sink ; 
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The passions rule, the vices rankly grow, 
And life is laughter, wickedness, and woe. 

Banish Religion : drive her to the shades : 
Then joy expires, and all our glory fades. 
Quenched in the soul is every sacred flame, 
And grandeur then becomes an empty name. 
Our powers confined to what exists below, 
Transient and finite then is all we know. 
But shall this world engross our mighty powers, 
And make us pigmies through our fleeting hours ? 
What ! play with shining pebbles on the shore ! 
Rather launch out, and ocean's depths explore. 
What ! guide our footsteps by a taper's ray ! 
Rather behold the splendour of the day. 
Are we not made, our nature understood, 

To thirst and hunger for the highest good ; 

For good as boundless as unbounded spheres, 

And permanent as everlasting years ? 

Dust sinks to dust ; the spirit loves to rise, 

To soar aloft, and mingle with the skies. 

She views as trifles all terrestrial things, 

The stars of nobles and the crowns of kings ; 

Yea, the bright sun in his refulgent noon, 

The full round orb of the delightful moon, 

The vast magnificence of heaven and earth, 

As only glory of a mortal birth. 
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She looks to God, there finds her true repose, 
The joy that triumphs, and the love that glows ; 
Fans the pure ardour of her hallowed fires, 
And largely satisfies her blest desires. 
Here is true grandeur ; all is mean beside, 
Howe ? er extolled in philosophic pride. 
Triflers we stand, with gewgaws here amused, 
Best gifts rejected, and our powers abused, 
While, ruled by Passion, and by Pleasure won, 
We fix our hearts on things below the sun. 
But when we wake, arise, our glory see, 
Our bliss and honour, Lord of all ! in Thee ; 
Cast off the former burden and the chain, 
A Saviour's yoke and burden to sustain ; 
E'en in frail tents of dust we stand sublime, 
And rise to grandeur midst the clouds of time ; . 
And as our days revolve still higher rise, 
More meet for mansions in eternal skies. 
Religion gives us grandeur ; or, if not, 
Expunge the term, and bid it be forgot. 
But, blest Religion ! the bright gift is thine, 
Grandeur effulgent, permanent, divine ; 
And those who love thee, and obey thy voice, 
Partake the radiant glory, and rejoice. 
Not earthly circumstance, not earthly place, 
Affects the achievement of victorious grace : 
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The poorest, feeblest, if thy power be known, 
May grandeur name, and happiness, their own : 
And great they are, the children of their God, 
By whom the path of rectitude is trod ; 
And crowns and palms shall soon to them be given, 
With all the bright magnificence of heaven. 

Banish Religion : deem her not divine ; 
Forget her claims, and influence, and design. 
Profess to love her, but in heart despise ; 
Only to decent, outward homage rise : 
But let the breast be moved by other springs ; 
Imbue the mind with lore that Folly brings 
From human schools, all subtile and refined, 
Which leaves us what it found us — cold and blind. 
Let sages talk of what is fit and right. 
While in expedience senators delight. 
Laugh at old times, old maxims, and old saws, 
And give us new experiments and laws : 
On some new base let every structure rise, 
In brilliance dazzling our enchanted eyes. 
Let men of letters, who all tomes explore, 
Teach us philosophy, and teach no more ; 
Aim at the truth a sly and sidelong thrust, 
And wish all superstitions in the dust. 
Let fancy's votaries, the poetic tribe, 
The face of nature in their verse describe ; 
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Amuse us, please us, animate, refine, 
All beauty glowing in the vivid line ; 
But cautiously from sacred Truth abstain, 
Lest readers scorn, and critics mock the strain : 
For Sharon's roses, Hermons fragrant flowers, — 

what have these to do in Albion's bowers ! 

Where now, and when, shall we for wisdom search? 
Tis found on Sunday, and within the Church. 
Why thus censorious ? See that mansion fair, 
Pride of the plain, and own that Truth is there* 

1 yield the point : the Bible there is found, 
In four large quartos in morocco bound. 
But if my volumes slumber on my shelf, 
They will not cause me to improve myself. 
Are they well studied, and is goodness sought, 
Loved, cherished, honoured, as it always ought ? 
What is essential to a nation's good, 

Is sacred Truth both loved and understood ; 

Not known by chance, just now, and then just there, 

But seen and felt both here and every where. 

Banish Religion : let but few be found 
Who hear with grateful hearts the joyful sound. 
Her Heralds plead her cause, and some attend 
To what they say ; and find in Truth a Friend ; 
A Teacher who best lessons bids them know, 
A Comforter in days of deepest woe : 
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And these with gratitude her gifts receive, 
See in her light, and by her influence live. 
But let the many, both the high and low, 
Refuse to hear her voice, her lore to know ; 
Imbibe the giddy spirit of the day, 
And walk in flambeau-light their heedless way, 
Loud in the praise of intellect, but prone _ 
To leave its true improvement quite alone. 
Then what ensues ? The mind must turn away 
From the sad scene in anguish and dismay. 

Alas, my Country ! in a restless age 
What freaks and fancies thy vain sons engage ! 
Ye sober spirits of the days of yore ! 
Could you behold us, how would you deplore 
The rage and madness of the wayward crowd, 
Pining in discontent, in railing loud ; 
While some, unmindful of thy many woes, 
Indulge in mirth, or cherish deep repose ; 
While few, too few, of patriot-heart possessed, 
Revolve thy serious case with pensive breast ! 
Laughter, and merriment, and joy abound, 
With deafening shouts the echoing streets resound ; 
And Villany, with her malignant leer, 
Broods on the mischief which she hopes is. near. 
How many a widely circulated page, 
Which ought to calm the ferment and the rage, 



108 A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 

Now fans the fire ! How many a puny brand, 
In pamphlet form, is flung around the land ! 
Where is the man to cheer our longing eyes, 
For talent eminent, and truly wise, 
Who, with a lofty mind and manly heart, 
Stand at his post, and acts the patriot's part ; 
And speaks of sacred truth with awe and love, 
While villains tremble, and the good approve ? 
Ah, sacred Truth ! thou art a hunted deer, 
And thought of thee may well extort a tear, 
For numerous are the arrows in thy side, 
Cast by the hands of madness and of pride. 
Men now may circulate whate'er they will, 
Dip in whatever juice they please the quill ; 
All reverence cast off, and sneer and rail, 
Till ink or paper, strength or language fail. 
'Tis Liberty that knocks off every chain ; 
'Tis British Liberty asserts her reign : 
And, Common Sense ! we bid farewell to thee, 
Too tame a guest to stand among the free. 
Well then, proceed ; let great and small combine, 
And nothing spare ; but least, what is divine. 
Let Passion, Pride, and Folly play their pranks, 
Both in superior and inferior ranks. 
Cast off what's British ; now the term is old, 
A spruce and sprightly race we must behold ; 
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All sage philosophers, most wise and great, 

All politicians, modelling the state, 

Who love in wildest mazes to advance, 

Taught, O how strange ! by Germany and France. 

No more of British let us idly claim, 

Except, which may grow obsolete, the name. 

Now view the fruit : a righteous God surveys 
With deep displeasure such unrighteous ways, 
And pours the vials of His wrath on those 
Who scorn His arm, and on their own repose. 
But leave this awful thought. The heart of man 
Is always active, do whate'er we can ; 
The mental, moral workings of a land, 
In progress always, never know a stand : 
Feel we the motion, or refuse to feel, 
Each spring is acting, moving every wheel. 
If sound and sober principle impel 
The vast machinery, then all is well : 
But if presumption, arrogance, and pride 
And rash expedience, with all arts supplied, 
And giddy fancy, passion full of rage, 
And all the nostrums of a trifling age, — 
If these prevail, and give the moving force, 
It is not strange if things go out of course. 
The springs are mighty, and the wheels go round, 
But with a jar that makes the land resound. 
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The engineers, well-skilled in every part, 
Step forward, and display their nicest art, 
Open a valve, or some new spring apply ; 
In short, their most ingenious measures try : 
But all is vain ; the vast machine demands 
Some wiser heads, and some more skilful hands. 

Mankind are active : all is motion here, 
From earth's small atoms to the rolling sphere. 
All here is progress, either good or had, 
To make us joyful, or to make us sad. 
Let holy Truth withhold her life and light, 
And Error fling around the shades of night. 
We soon shall see the impious reign of Pride, 
Order despised, and God himself defied ; 
His house accounted an opprobrious place, 
And as a fable deemed the word of grace ; 
And then shall vice in every form display 
Luxuriant growth, inspiring deep dismay. 
The fear of God cast off, and love of Him, 
Our view of moral elements grows dim ; 
The heart, soon callous, is to virtue dead, 
And evil seen without or hate or dread. 
What then is man ? He still is man in name J 
But say, what more of manhood can he claim ? 
Is he an infidel ? Vain lore his guide, 
His first delight is wisdom to deride ; 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. Ill 

To blaze the praises of his flimsy dream, 

And scoff at all the wise and good esteem. 

Is he an anarchist ? He laughs at rule, 

Broaches mad doctrines from Confusion's school, 

Subverting order, generating strife, 

And spreading ruin through the walks of life. 

Is his a vulgar taste, a torpid soul ? 

He only asks for Pleasure's muddy bowl : 

A stranger to both Diderot and Bayle, 

Taverns his temples, and his nectar ale. 

He joins with eager zest a kindred throng. 

Partakes their merriment and swells their song; 

Degrades his nature, and alike destroys 

His health and character and real joys. 

All seeds of evil in our nature lurk, 

Which, germinating, lead to frightful work ; 

And ruthless deeds, in passion's furious storm, 

The face of all society deform. 

Give to the passions an unbridled force, 

And all is swept before them in their course : 

Things human and divine commingled fall, 

And Ruin spreads her raven wing o'er all. 

Speak, France, for thou hast seen the waters flow, 

The gloomy tide of misery and woe : 

Thou knowest well, however sceptics scoff, 

What things men are, Religion once cast off. 
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But turn we quickly from this sable view, 
And brighter themes with cheerful heart pursue* 
One truth is clear — Religion cast aside, 
Man is the slave of Passion and of Pride ; 
And life becomes, (it is not fancy's dream,) 
A turbid, dark, and melancholy stream. 
From sound religion genuine virtue springs, 
Virtue — more precious than the crowns of kings. 
From this pure fountain all our blessings rise, 
And want of this no other thing supplies. 
O, bid Religion travel through a land, 
With Virtue, her fair daughter, hand in hand : 
Then Industry abounds, and prudent Care, 
And Temperance, well pleased with simple fare, 
And spotless Chastity, and Honour clear, 
Benevolence, and Friendship most sincere, 
Justice, and Equity, and grave Respect, 
Who rudely treats no person with neglect. 
Then shall the land in every part present 
One pleasant face of order and content. 
No haughty pride shall animate the great, 
No envy lodge within the poor man's gate : 
Then shall the social system sweetly move. 
Sound principle its pole, its mainspring love. 
Let truth prevail, let principle be sound, 
And let their fruits in every rank abound ; 
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Then on firm base the public weal shall stand, 
And happiness shall crown the favoured land. 

O look around, and in creation see 
A lively image of what earth should be. 
There rules the central sun, who from his height 
Diffuses all around warmth, life, and light. 
Revolving orbs, the nearer and the far, 
From Mercury's orbit to the Georgian star, 
Feel his attracting might ; that might obey, 
And roll exulting in the beams of day. 
Here all is order : hence we beauty trace, 
And joy. and comfort fill the realms of space. 
O teacher sound though mute, Analogy ! 
Let us transcribe on earth, as taught by thee, 
The order seen above, below, around ; 
And peace and happiness shall then abound : 
Forests shall wave in joy, the hills shall sing, 
Streams murmur gladness, and the vallies ring, 
And by the world shall Albion be confessed 
The happy Isle, and we the great and blest. 

Revolve with serious thought our Maker's plan, 
And own that He consults the weal of man. 
His changeless counsel, rightly understood, 
Has for its object good, and only good. 
Rich are the bounties which he gives us here ; 
His offer, glory in a higher sphere. 
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Our happiness beneath the splendid sun, 

And future happiness, in fact are one. 

The seed, the opening germ, we now behold, 

In other worlds the blossom shall unfold ; 

Shine in that charm beneath a fairer sky 

Which angels shall survey with raptured eye. 

Who are not good obtain no solid rest ; 

And who are good, both are and must be blest : 

Those who enjoy true happiness below, 

Are those who shall immortal blessings know : 

'Twixt earth and heaven the sole difference this, 

Here is the stream, and there the fount of bliss. 

Thine, blest Religion ! is the lofty praise, 
Of giving happiness in virtue's ways ; 
And in those ways to lead us up to joy 
No ill can mar, no hostile power destroy. 
Whate'er the sage asserts, or poet sings, 
From human folly, human misery springs ; 
And though the blame may here or there be thrown, 
Yet common reason says — it is our own. 

It is Religion's good and great intent, 
That human life should in its light be spent, 
And governed by its laws ; the inmost soul 
And outward conduct formed by its control. 
Its present gifts are — all that forms below 
The purest happiness that man can know : 
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Its future gifts are — blessedness above, 
Glory's full splendour in the world of love. 
Scorn we Religion ? Then indeed we scorn 
All that can bless us, raise us, and adorn ; 
All that can teach us, strengthen us, and heal, 
Whate'er can bid us solid comfort feel ; 
Can make our fleeting moments sweetly bright, 
And fit our spirits for the realms of light. 
Whate'er can bless alike the rich and poor, 
Whate'er a nation's welfare can secure, 
Whate'er can cheer us when the sky may lower, 
And give us peace e'en in the final hour, 
Hows from Religion, God in truth adore, 
Obey His laws ; and ills annoy no more. 
Whate'er our troubles, changes, sorrows, pains, 
Calm resignation in the bosom reigns. 
The soul inspired with faith, and hope, and love, 
Looks to the glory of the world above ; 
Converts to good its present ills and woes, 
And meekly triumphs in divine repose. 

Ye sons of Albion ! to the lay attend ; 
Despise the poet, but regard the friend. 
Illustrious long in science, arts, and arms, 
Of manly port, and fearless in alarms, 
You cast your eyes the spacious world around, 
And boast of Britain as your native ground. 

i 2 
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Proud of the course of glory you have run, 
Of high achievements, and of honours won ; 
In all your dreams and lofty boasting pause — 
Remains there not one great neglected cause ? 
Revere ye as is meet the hallowed lore, 
Meek to believe, and humble to adore ? 
Proud, bold, and generous, independent, free. 
Yet what in moral estimate are we ? 
Is there not absent yet a proper sense 
Of gifts so great, of blessings so immense ; 
And of the duties which those gifts demand, 
Improved with faithful heart and strenuous hand ? 
Where God gives much He justly much expects ; 
And him condemns who all His gifts neglects. 
O then debase your pride ; let boasting cease ; 
Hush all confusion in the calm of peace ; 
Rise from the dust ; unswathe your bandaged eyes ; 
Renounce ambition, avarice, and lies ; 
Reject the pleasures which the senses give ; 
Attend to wisdom's voice ; and learn to live. 

When, sons of Albion ! shaH the reign commence 
Of truth, of reason, and of British sense ? 
When shall the genuine British mind be found, 
The plain and calm, the sober and the sound, 
Prevailing here as in the days of yore ? 
O, is it lost, to be regained no more ? 
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When shall the high and low one spirit feel, 
One warm desire, to aid our genuine weal ? 
When, to Religion and their Country true, 
Shall all one aim with honest hearts pursue ? 
One thing ye lack — the sanctifying might 
Of truth divine, the all-reviving light. 
The sacred Truth, e'en as the splendid ray 
That flows from the reflulgent Lamp of day, 
Bears with it, rightly used, enlivening powers, 
Warms, animates, invigorates, restores, 
So that the soul in moral health shall shine, 
And feel the workings of the life divine. 

Briton ! the goodness of thy God long known, 
Thy pride, forge tfulness, and folly own. 
Briton and Protestant, and yet unhlest ! 
O what disorder, then, within thy hreast ! 
Explore the malady, apply the cure, 
And thus stability and health ensure. 
Improve, attentive to Religion's voice, 
Thy many gifts, and in thy gifts rejoice. 
Turn to thy God, and He will turn to thee ; 
Thy borders bless, from every evil free ; 
Maintain thy glory to remotest days, 
And make thee in the earth a joy and praise. 
But if, the dupe of sophistry and dreams, 
Thou proudly scorn pure Truth's celestial beams ; 
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Scorn common sense in philosophic pride. 
The Christian mock, and holiness deride. 
Trust in thy riches, power, and lofty name, — 
Know that thy glory soon must sink in shame ; 
Thy might, and wealth, and grandeur all forgot, 
Shall be ere long as though they had been not ; 
And bitter foes shall ask, with taunting smile, 
" Where now the glory of the British Isle ?" 

Oh ! shall a mighty master of the lay, 
To mournful melody, some future day, 
Attune his harp, and thus, absorbed in woe, 
Bid, in the cypress shade, his sorrow flow ? 
44 Mourn, Albion ! O my Country ! sigh and mourn ; 
" Once Queen of Isles ; now abject and forlorn. 
" Is this the land that filled the world with dread? 
" First of the realms ! how is thy glory fled ! 
" Thine were the great, the valiant, and the wise : 
" But trampled in the dust thy honour lies. 
" Thy records tell us of the splendid past ; 
" Now on thy front a deep dark cloud is cast : 
44 Thy sceptre shivered, feeble is thy arm, 
44 Faded thy pomp, and withered every charm. 
44 Elated once with universal sway, 
44 Now thou must cower, and tremble, and obey. 
44 Thy Genius grieves thy awful fall to see : 
44 Thy God rejected, He rejected thee : 
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" And as an oak, of proud imperial form, 
" Torn by the blast, uprooted by the storm, 
" Stretched on the plain a mournful ruin lies ; 
" So standest thou before my sorrowing eyes. 
" I sigh, I mourn, I wake the plaintive strain ; 
" But thou art fallen low, and grief is vain." 
O say, ye Britons, shall the sighing gale 
Convey such musings o'er the sorrowing vale ? 
Shall murmuring Ocean tell to every shore, 
That Albion rules the world of waves no more ? 

Awake, my Country ! wisdom yet exert, 
Correct thy errors, and all ills avert. 
Reject the lore that leads thee far astray, 
Where only cheating meteors idly play. 
Return to truth, to goodness, reason, sense ; 
So shall thy God be found thy sure defence ; 
Remove far from thee anguish and distress ; 
With honour crown thee, and thy children bless. 
E'en distant nations shall thy God adore, 
Who proves the Guardian of thy favoured shore, 
And sends from thee the Counsels of his mind, 
The word of Truth and Life, to all mankind. 

But yet, my harp, although I linger long 
In these plain lines of monitory song, 
Before the gale among thy strings shall play, 
For Woman's sake I yet pursue the lay. 
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Ah, lovely Woman I all those charms are thine 

Which in attractive lustre softly shine. 

It is not granted thee, indeed, to claim 

The strong, robust, and toil-enduring frame. 

Cast in the finest mould, thy gentle form 

111 brooks the pelting of the wrathful storm. 

It is not thine to rise to pomp and power. 

The splendid phantom of a transient hour ; 

To flesh the hungry sword, or twang the bow, 

And climb to glory through the paths, of woe. 

It is not thine to scan the subtile lore 

Advanced by sages in the days of yore ; 

Although Hypatia won no vulgar praise, 

And More's fine star shone bright in George's days — 

The peerless More, on whose accomplished page 

Shine forth in splendid light the saint and sage ; 

True piety, and sense, and taste combined, 

What moves the heart, and must convince the mind. 

We see far other sceptre in thy hands, 

That wins submission without harsh command*. 

Kindness is thine, soft pity, tender love, 

Prompt to excuse, reluctant to reprove. 

Thy beaming eyes, chaste index of the soul, 

Light up their fires, and all our powers control ; 

And thy sweet voice, so soothing, soft, and mild* 

Makes e'en the wrathful gentle as a child. 
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But 'tis in sickness, trial, change, and woe, 
Thy virtues triumph, and thy worth we know ; 
Though loud the storm, and darkness veil the scene, 
Yet thou art found the steadfast and serene. 
Kind and undaunted we hehold thee here ; 
Hushed is the sigh, in silence flows the tear ; 
And hope is whispered in the sweetest tone, 
Sweeter than breathing lute, and all thine own. 
Close by the couch dost thou thy vigil keep, 
Nor feel, nor wish to feel, the balm of sleep ; 
Prompt to relieve, and persevering still, 
Unmoved, unshaken, by the thickening ill. 
In prosperous days, the trembling child of fear, 
All ills are dreaded when they are not near ; 
But when they come, a sad appalling throng, . 
Thou art the meek and patient, bold and strong ; 
And standest firm, with uncomplaining mind, 
In roughest paths and darkest hours resigned ; 
A lily in the storm, so sweetly mild, 
Though torrents roar around, and winds are wild. 

In Woman, (wheresoe'er our lot be cast,) 
The patient, gentle, faithful to the last, 
Our earthly comforter we always see ; 
But who, fair Woman ! who shall comfort thee ? 
For thou hast ills to bear. Alas that thou, 
(Nor frown upon a verse that blames thee now ;) 



122 A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 

Shouldst in thy gaiety true wisdom scorn, 

And only thy exterior self adorn ; 

Striving to shine the Vashti of the place, 

Pride in thy gait, and simper on thy face. 

O why delighted mingle with the throng 

Who only love a sweet seducing song, 

Or feeble drivelling page, that spoils the heart, 

And much unfits thee for thy proper part ; 

Why love fantastic dance at midnight hours ; 

Cards, routs, and parties that exhaust thy powers ? 

Mistaken thou, if these delights be thine ; 

Thus thou mayst dazzle, but thou canst not shine. 

The slave of fashion, thou mayst please the vain, 

But canst not reign as Woman ought to reign, 

Enthroned in private life the lovely queen, 

Thy crown thy virtues, radiant and serene, . 

Which act with silent but efficient power, 

Which sooth and decorate the passing hour, 

And bid us sigh, where'er our footsteps roam, 

For the sweet Eden of our happy home. 

O, add to all thy charms one fairer far 
Than the fair beam of evening's lovely star — 
The charm of goodness which Religion gives, 
A bloom, a beauty which for ever lives* 
Walk with soft step by Siloah's hallowed fount ; 
In Sharon's vale, on Carmel's sacred mount ; 
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Pluck richest clusters from En-gedTs vine ; 
So shall thy spirit triumph, even thine. 
Choose the good part which Mary wisely chose, 
So shall thy portion he divine repose ; 
So shall thy native graces brighter shine, 
As holy graces with their charms combine ; 
Such as shall bloom when others must decay, 
Bright and enchanting to thy latest day, 
And which, when life's perplexing tale is o'er, 
Shall shine for ever on a happier shore. 

But cease, my verse ; no more we now prolong 
The artless numbers of a serious song : 
But if I lingering yet pursue the strain, 
To Heaven I look ; and can I look in vain ? 
Saviour ! Redeemer ! Lord of all below, 
And all above ! O bid the nations know 
Thy Name, Thy Goodness, Thy unbounded Love ; 
Implore Thy favour, and Thy gifts improve. 
In tender mercy view thy ransomed race, 
And shed on all the realms victorious grace. 
Pour forth on pagan lands Thy glorious day, 
That myriads there may love Thee and obey. 
Let Christian nations all their sins deplore, 
Renounce their follies, and offend no more. 
Haste the glad hour by prophet-bards foretold, 
When all the Nations shall be made Thy fold ; 
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And prayer and praise from every voice shall rise 

As clouds of fragrant incense to the skies. 

Look down, O Saviour ! from Thy throne above ; 

Begin the reign of universal love : 

Bid Truth and Peace o'er all the world prevail, 

Shine in each sunbeam, whisper in each gale ; 

Till all mankind in every tongue confess 

Thy Cause is Grandeur, Life, and Happiness. 

My task fulfilled, I leave the Muses' hill, 
And haunts of song. — But, ah, I linger still ; 
Still with an anxious heart the theme pursue, 
As my dear Country rises to my view. 
Let others, Albion ! love to speak the name 
Of sage, or bard, or hero, high in fame ; 
With thoughts of worldly eminence elate, 
Pronounce thee opulent, and strong, and great ; 
Thy saints, thy martyrs, lo, 1 turn to those ; 
Thy holy men a goodly host compose ; 
Who, giants in the land in former days, 
Remembrance claim, nor less our highest praise ; 
Stars of the moral world, serene and bright, 
Who give us yet an undecaying light. 
And thou hast still the humble and the wise, 
Who love Religion, and who seek the skies ; 
Who, though the proud deride and sceptic scorn, . 
With purest virtues thy fair fields adorn ; 
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The pure in heart, the wise and firm in mind, 
Servants of God, and friends of all mankind. 

Saviour ! Redeemer ! O Thou King of kings ! 
It is from Thee that all our glory springs ; 
Thine is dominion, Thine are wealth and power, 
And long, through Thee, has heen our prosperous hour. 
Proud o'er the world in search of gain to roam, 
In science proud and luxury at home, 
Have we regarded, as it well became, 
The sacred honours of the Christian name ? 
The Briton triumphed, glorying in his lot, 
But, ah, meanwhile the Christian was forgot. 
Too prompt to scatter terror and alarms, 
To bid the canon thunder, clash our arms, 
We cast our faith aside, and every shore 
Abhorred the God whom Christian lands adore ; 
The Cross detested, since the wrathful crew, 
That raised the crimson banner to their view, 
Were found unholy, cruel, and unjust, 
Proud, and rapacious, and the slaves of lust. 
Forgive our folly, and by Thine own might 
Make every heart in wisdom to delight : 
Let Justice, Truth, and Charity appear 
The virtues which we love with love sincere. 
Inspire the Senator, the Sage inspire, 
With Truth's blest light, and Love's celestial fire. 
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To Thee let high and low due honours pay, 
Thy Cross confide in, and Thy laws obey. 
Let pride, ambition, discord, faction cease, 
" And all be piety, and all be peace." • 
Saviour ! disperse the threatening cloud, and we 
Will wake our loftiest notes of praise for Thee, 
Who deignest thus in tender love to smile, 
And crown with glory our repentant Isle ; 
And children's children, to remotest days, 
Shall learn Thy goodness, and repeat Thy praise. 

Cease, my loved Harp ! no more pursue the theme, 
August and holy, not an idle dream : 
Now o'er thy trembling strings my fingers play, 
And thus thy notes melodious die away. 
O happy he, who loves the lore of Truth. 
Who loves and learns it in the days of youth ; 
His guide, his solace, till his course is run, 
And in mild glory sinks life's setting sun ! 
O happy he ! for far from where the gay 
In Folly's cheating path deluded stray, 
He takes his course, and, steadfast in resolve, 
His joys are many as his years revolve. 
Sweet peace is his, yea, sweet delight and rest, 
And hope's bright visions often cheer his breast. 
In day's fair beams he lifts his head on high, 
Nor can the toys of earth allure his eye. 



A LAY FOR MY COUNTRY. 

deepening clouds deprive his soul of light, 
roaring tempest fills him with affright, 
►lime in contemplation, pure in heart, 

object to perform the Christian part, 
yhter and brighter still 'tis his to shine, 
re fair the radiance e'en in life's decline, 
i flesh, his heart shall fail ; hut God remains 

strength, his portion, and his soul sustains. 
., shadows fled away, and sorrow o'er, 
safely stands where ills are known no more. 



THE END. 
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